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THE ' • 

A TURKISH TALE. 



»• Had we never loved so kindly, 
" Had we never loved so blindly, 
** Never met or never parted, 
** We lad ne'er been broken-Iiearted.'* 

Buairi. 



VOL. II. 



TO 

' THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

LORD HOLLAND, 

THIS TALE 

IS INSCRIBED, WITH 

EVERT SENTIMENT OF REGARD 

AND RESPECT, 

BT HIS GRATEFULLY OBUGED 

AND SINCERE FRIEND, 

BYRON. 



THE 



I 



SmSBS <&V iiSTB^OS^ 



CANTO I. 



I. 

ENOW ye the land where the cypress and myrtle 

Are emhlems of deeds that are done in their clime ? 
Where the rage of the vulture, the love of the turtle, 

Now melt into sorrow, now madden to crime ? 
Know ye the land of the cedar an|i vine, 
Where the flowers ever blossom, the beams ever shine ; 
Where the light wings of Zephyr, oppressM with perfume 
Wax faint o'er the gardens of 061 (1) in her bloom ; 
Where the citron and olive are fairest of fruit, 
And the voice of the nightingale never is mute ; K 

Where the tints of the earth, and the hues of the sky, 
h colour though varied, in beauty may vie, 
And the purple of Ocean is deepest in die ; 
Where the virgins are soft as the roses they twine, ^ 
And all, save the spirit of man, is divine ? 1 

Tis the clime of the east ; 'tis the land of the Sun — 
Can he smile on such deeds as his children have done ? (2 
Oh ! wild as the accents of lovers' farewell 
Are theha^iilf which they bear, and the talea y;\i\0a.V5aK^ N 

B 2 



10 THE BRIDE canto i. 

n. 

Begirt with many a gallant slave, 20 

Apparell'd as becomes the braTe, 
Awaiting each his Lord's behest 
To guide his steps, or guard his rest. 
Old Giaflir sate in his Divan : 

Deep thought was in his aged eye ; £5 

And though the face of Mussulman 

Not oft betrays to standers by 
The mind within, well skiU*d to hide 
All but unconquerable pride, 
His pensive cheek and pondering brow 90- 

Did more than he was wont avow. 

HI. 

^ Let the chamber be clear'd.'' — The train disappeared, 

** Now call me the chief pf the Haram guard." 
With Giaffir is none but his only son. 

And the Nubian awaiting the sire's award. 35 

'* Haroun — ^when all the crowd that wait 

'* Are passed beyond the outer gate, 

^IWo to the head whose eye beheld 

*^ My child Zuleika's face unveil'd *) 

'* Hence, lead my daughter from her tower ; 46 

** Her fate is fix'd this very hour: 

<* Yet not to her repeat my thought ; 

3* By me alone be duty taught !" 




ciiTTO I. OF ABYDOS. U 

** Pacha ! to hear is to obey." 

No more must slave to despot say — 49 

Then to the tower had ta'en his way, 

But here young Selim silence brake, 

First lowly rendering reverence meet ; 
And downcast look'd, and gently spake. 

Still standing at the Pacha's feet : 50 

For son of Moslem must expire. 
Ere dare to sit before his sire ! 

** Father ! for fear that thou should'st chide 

^ My sister, or her sable guide, 

" Know — for the fault, if fault there be, 55 

'< Was mine, then fall thy frowns on me — 

" So lovelily the morning shone^ 

" That — ^let the old and weary sleep-* 
" I could not ; and to view alone 

" The fairest scenes of land and deep, 60 

" With none to listen and reply 
** To thoughts with which my heart beat high 
" Were irksome — ^for whate'er my mood, 
** In sooth I love not solitude ; 
*< I on Zuleika's slumber broke, 65 

** And, as thou knowest that for me 

" Soon turns the Haram's grating key, 
'* Before the guardian riaves awoke 
^* We to the cypress groves had flown, 
^* And made earth, main, and heaven our own ! 70 
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*^ There lingered we, beguiled too long 

^ With Mejnoun's tale, or Sadi's song ; (S) 

^ Till I, who heard the deep tambour (4) 

** Beat thy Divan's approaching hour, 

*' To thee and to my duty true, 75 

^ Wam'd by the sound, to greet thee flew : 

^ But there Zuleika wanders yet — 

" Nay, father, rage not — nor forget 

'* That none can pierce that secret bower 

** But those who watch the women's tower." 80 

IV. 

** Son of a slave" — ^thc Pacha said — 

** From unbelieving mother bred, 

" Vain were a father's hope to see 

^ Aught that beseems a man in thee. 

** Thou, when thine arm should bend the bow, 85 
^ And hurl the dart, and curb the steed, 
'* Thou, Greek in soul if not in creed, 

^ Must pore where babblin;^ waters flow, 

** And watch unfolding roses blow. 

^ Would that yon orb, whose matin glow 90 

^' Thy listless eyes so much admire, 

'* Would lend thee something of his fire ! 

*' Thou, who wouldst see this battlement 

'* By Christian cannon piecemeal rent ; 

^ Nay, tamely view old Stambol's wall 95 

^ Before the dogs of Moscow fall, 




GAifTO I. OF ABTDOS. 1ft 

^ Nor strike one stroke for fife and death 

" Against the curs of Nazareth ! 

** Go — let thy less than woman's hand 

<* Assume the distaff— not the brand. 100 

<< But, Haroun ! — ^to my daughter speed : 

^ And hark — of tlune own head take heed— 

^ If thus Zuleika oft takes wing — 

** Thou see'st yon bow — it hath a string !** 

V. 

No sound from Selim's tip was heardy lOS^ 

At least that met old Giaffir's ear, 
But every frown and every word 
Pierced keener than a Christian's sword. 

" Son of a slave ! — reproach'd with fear ! ' 
'* Those gibes had cost another dear. 110 

** Son of a slave ! — and who my sire ?" 

Thus held his thoughts their dark career, 
And glances ev'n of more than ire 

Flash forth, then faintly disappear. 
Old Giaffir gazed upon his son 115 

And stiirted ; for within his eye 
He read how much his wrath had done ; 
He saw rebeltion there begun : 

^ Come hither, boy — what, no reply ? 
"^ I mark thee — and I know thee too ; ISO 

*^ But there be deeds thou dar'st not do : 
'* But if thy beard had manlier length, 
** And if thy hand had skill and strength. 
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*' Fd joy to see thee break a lance, 

^ Albeit against my own perchance." 1S5 

As sneeringly these accents fell. 
On Selim's eye he fiercely gazed: 

That eye retum'd him glance for glance, 
And proudly to his sire's was raised, 

im (}iaffir's qusdl'd and shrunk askance — 190 
And why — ^he felt, but durst not tell. 

^ Much I misdoubt this wayward boy 

^ Will one day work me more annoy: 

** I never loved him from his birth, 

^ And—but his arm is little worth, 195 

*' And scarcely in the chase could cope 

** With timid fawn or antelope, 

*^Far less would venture into strife 

^ Where man contends for fame and life — 

*^ I would not trust that look or tone : 140 

"No — nor the blood so near my own. 

** That blood — he hath not heard — no more — 

" rU watch him closer than before. 

" He is an Arab (5) to my sight, 

" Or Christian crouching in the fight — 145 

*' But hark ! — ^I hear Zuleika's voice ; 

" Like Houris' hymn it meets mine ear : 
^* She is the offspring of my choice ; 

" Oh ! more than ev'n her mother dear, 

all to hope, and naught to fear — 150 

■i / ever welcome here I 
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^ Sweet, as the desert-fountain's wave 
**To lips just cool'd in time to save— 
** Such to my longing sight art thou ; 
*^ Nor can they waft to Mecca's shrine 155 

'cMore thanks for life, than I for thine, 
<« Who blest thy birth, and bless thee now." 

VI. 

Fair, as the first that fell of womankind, ' 

When on that dread yet lovely serpent smiling. 
Whose image then was stamp'd upon her mind — 160 

But once begiuled — and ever more beguiling ; 
Dazzling, as that, oh ! too transcendant vision 

To Sorrow's phantom-peopled slumber given. 
When heart meets heart again in dreams Elysian, 

And paints the lost on Earth revived in Heaven ; 165- 
Soft, as the memory of buried love ; 
Pure, as the prayer which Childhood wafts above ; 
Was she — the daughter of that rude old Chief, 
Who met the maid with tears — ^but not of grief. 

Who hath not proved how feebly words essay 179 
To fix one spark of Beauty's heavenly ray ? 
Who doth not feel until his failing sight 
Faints into dimness with its own delight. 
His changing cheek, his sinking heart confess 
The might — the majesty of Loveliness ? 175 

Such was Zuleika — such around her shone 
The nameless charms unmarked by Yiei ^OTiJi^\ 
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The light of loye, the purity of grace, 

The mind, the Music breathing from her face, (6) 

The heart whose softness harmonized the whole — 180 

And, oh ! that eye was m itself a Soul ! 

Her graceful arms in meekness bending 

Across her gently-budding breast ; 
At one kind word those arms extending 

To clasp the neck of him who blest 1 85 

His child caressing and carest, 

Zuleika came — and Giaffir felt 

His purpose half within him melt: 

Not that against her fancied weal 

His heart though stern could ever feel ; 190 

Affection chain'd her to that heart ! 

Ambition tore the links apart 

vn. 

** Zuleika ! cluld of gentleness ! 

'^How dear this very day must tell, 
"When I forget my own distress, 195 

" In losing what I love so well, 

**To bid thee ip^th another dwell: 

"Another! and a braver man 

" Was never seen in battlers van. 
" We Moslem reck not much of blood ; 200 

" But yet the line of Carasmah (7) 
"Unchanged, unchangeable hath stood 
"First of the bold Timariot bands 
** That won and well can kee^ th^uldLii^. 
^ ** Enough that he who cornea to woo ^^' 

^la Jdaamaa of the Bey 0|;\o\\: 
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** His yean need scarce a thought employ ; 

** I would not have thee wed a boy. 

<* And thou shalt have a noble dower : 

** And his and my united power SIO 

^ WiU laugh to scorn the death-firman, 

^ Which others tremble but to scan, 

^ And teach the messenger (8) what fate 

^ The bearer of such boon may wait 

** And now thou know'st thy father's will ; SI 5 

^' All that thy sex hath need to know: 
M TTwas mine to teach obedience still — 

^The way to love, thy lord may show." 

vni. 

In silence bow'd the virgin's head ; 

And if her eye was fill'd with tears'' ££0 

That stifled feeling dare not shed. 
And changed her cheek from pale to red^ 

And red to pale, as through her ears 
Those winged words like arrows sped. 

What could such be but maiden fears ? S^5 

So bright the tear in Beauty's eye, 
Love half regrets to kiss it dry ; 
So sweet the blush of Bashfulness, 
Even Pity scarce can wish it less ! 

Whate'er it was the sire forgot ; SSO 

Or if remember'd, mark'd it not ; 
Thrice clapp'd his hands, and caU'd 1:u&steed^^^\ 
Reagn'd bis gem-adorn'd Chibouc^uei V^^^ 



18 TH£ BRIDE <;ijrTO i. 

And moimtmg fisatly for the mead. 

With Maugrabee (1 1 ) and Mamalukei 265 

His way amid his Delis took, (12) 
To witness many an active deed 
With sabre keen, or bhmt jereed. 
The lOslar only and his Moors 
Watch weU the Haram's massy doors. S40 

IX. 

His head was leant upon his hand, 
His eye look'd o'er the dark bhie water 

That swiAiy glides and gently swells 

Between the wining Dardanelles ; 

But yet he saw nor sea nor strand, S4^ 

Nor even his Pacha's tiurban'd band 
Bfix in the game of mimic slau^ter, 

Careering cleave the folded felt (13) 

With sabre stroke right sharply dealt; 

Nor mark'd the javehn-darting crowds 250 

Nor heard their Ollahs (14) wild and loud- 
He thought but of old Giaffir's daughter ! 

X. 

No word from Selim's bosom broke ; 
One sigh Zuleika's thought bespoke: 
Still gazed he through the lattice grate, 255 

Pale, mute, and mournfully sedate. 
To h im Zuleika's eye was turn'd, 
from his aspect learned: 
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Equal her grie( yet not the same; 

Her heart confess'd a gentler flame : 260 

But yet that heart alarm'd or weak, 

She knew not why, foibade to speak. 

Yet speak she must— hut when essay ? 

" How strange he thus should turn away ! 

" Not thus we e^er hefore have met ; t65 

''Not thus shall be our parting yet" 

Thrice paced she slowly throu^ the room, 
And watch'd his eye — it still was fix'd : 
She snatch'd the urn wherein was mix'd 

The Persian Atar-gul's (15) perfume, 270 

And sprinkled all its odours o'er 

The pictured roof (16) and marble floor : 

The drops, that through his glittering vest 

The playful giri's appeal addrest, 

Unheeded o'er his bosom flew, 275 

As if that breast were marble too. 

*^ What sullen yet ? it must not be — 

<<Oh! gentieSelim, this from thee!" 

She saw in curious order set 

The fairest flowers of Eastern land — 280 

^ He loved them once ; may touch them yet, 
<< If ofier'd by Zuleika's hand." 

The childish thought was hardly breathed 

Before the Rose was pluck'd and wreathed ; 

Hie next fond moment saw her seat 285 

Her faiiy form at Selim's feet : 
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** This rose to calm my brother's cares 

" A message from the Bulbul (17) bears ; 

^It says to-night he will prolong 

** For SeCm's ear his sweetest song; ft90 

'* And though his note is somewhat nd, 

^ Hell try for once a strain more ^ad» 

^ With some faint hope his alter'd lay 

<< May sing these gloomy thoughts away. 

XI. 

<< What! not receiTe my foolish flower? . £9$ 

"Nay then I am indeed unblest: 
" On me can thus thy forehead lower ? 

''And know'st thou not who loves thee best? 
*^ Oh, Selim dear ! Oh, more than dearest! 
'< Say, is it me thou hat'st or fearest ? SOO 

''Come, lay thy head upon my breast, 
" And I will kiss thee into rest, 
" Since words of mine, and songs must fail, 
"Ev'n from my fabled nightingale. 
" I knew our sire at times was stem, 805 

" But this from thee had yet to learn : 
" Too well I know he loves thee not; 
" But is Zuleika's love forgot ? 
" Ah ! deem I right? the Pacha's plan — 
" This kinsman Bey of Carasman SIO 

"Perhaps may prove some foe of thine. 
"If so, I swear by Mecca's shrine, 
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*'If shrines that ne'er approach allow 

**To woman's step admit her tow, 

** Without thy free consent, command, 315 

** The Sultan should not hare my hand ! 

^Think'st thou that I could bear to part 

** With thee, and learn to halve my heart? 

'* Ah ! were I severed from thy side, 

" Where were thy friend — and who my guide ? 320 

^ Tears have not seen, Time shall not see 

^ The hour that tears my soul from thee : 

*' Even Azrael, (18) from his deadly quiver 

** When flies that shaft, and fly it must, 
^ That parts all else, shall doom for ever d£5 

** Our hearts to undivided dust !" 

xn. 

He lived — he breathed^htf moved — ^he felt 
He raised the maid from where she knelt ; 
BQs trance was gone— his keen eye shone 
With thoughts that long in darkness dwelt ; 330 
With thoughts that bum — in rays that melt. 
As the stream late conceal'd 

By the fringe of its wiUows, 
When it rushes reveal'd 

In the light of its billows ; 335 

As the bolt bursts on high 

From the Uack cloud that bound it, 
Flash'd tiie soul of that eye 

TTuvu^b the long lashes round it. 

c2 
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A warfaoree at die trumpet's soimd, S40 

A lion roused by heedless hound, 

A tyrant waked to sudden strife 

By graze of ill-directed knife, 

Starts not to more conyulsiTe life 

Than he, who heard that vow, display'd, $45 

And all, before repressed, betray'd: 

^ Now thou art mine, for ever mine, 

'< With life to keep, and scarce with life resign ; 

''Now thou art mine, that sacred oath, 

'' Though sworn by one, hath bound us both* S50 

^ Yes, fondly, wisely hast thou done, 

''That TOW hath saved more heads than one : 

" But blench not thou — thy simplest tress 

" Claims more from me than tenderness ; 

" I would not wrong the slenderest hsur 355 

"That clusters round thy forehead fair, 

" For aU the treasures buried far 

" Within the caves of Istakar. (19) 

" Thu morning clouds upon me lowered, 

" Bq>roache8 upon my head were showerM, 360 

" And Giaffir almost call'd me coward ! 

" Now I have motive to be brave ; 

" The son of his neglected slave, 

"Nay, start not, 'twas the term he gave, 

" May show, though little apt to vaunt, 365 

"A *'^>irth'« words nor deeds can daunt. 

! — ^yet, thanks to thee« 

atka8tc&iaAV)e\ 
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^ But let our plighted secret vow 

** Be only known to us as now. 370 

^* I know the wretch who dares demand 

**' From Giaffir thy reluctant hand ; 

**• More ill-got wealth, a meaner soul 

*^ Holds not a Musselim's (SO) control : 

*' Was he not bred in Egripo ? (21) 375 

'' A viler race let Israel show ! 

*^ But let that pass — to none be told 

^' Our oath ; the rest shall time unfold. 

^To me and mine leave Osman Bey ; 

<< I've partizans for peril's day : 380 

^' Think not I am what I appear ; 

^Fve arms, and friends, and vengeance near.'' 

xni. 

*' Think not thou art what thou appearest ! 

*^ My Selim, thou art sadly changed : 
^This mom I saw thee gentlest, dearest ; 385 

^ But now thou'rt from thyself estranged. 
*' My love thou surely knew'st before, 
" It ne'er was less, nor can be more. 
''To see thee, hear thee, near thee stay, 

" And hate the night I know not why, 390 

^ Save that we meet not but by day : 

** With thee to live, with thee to die, 

'' I dare not to my hope deny : 
''Thy cheek, thine eyes, thy lips to kiss, 
''Like tbla^aad this— do more ti[i«ik\!k3l\%s ^^'^'^ 
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^ For, AAa ! sure thy lips are flame : 

*^ What ferer in thy Teins is flushing ? 
^ My own have nearly caught the same, 

'* At least I feel my cheek too blushing. 
" To soothe thy sickness, watch thy health, 400 
" Partake, but nerer waste thy wealth, 
<* Or stand with smiles unmurmuring by, 
" And lighten half thy poverty J 
" Do all but close thy dying eye, 
" For that I could not live to try ; 405 

" To these alone my thoughts aspire: 
*' More can I do ? or thou require ? 
'* But, Selim, thou must answer why 
" We need so much of mystery ? 
'* The cause I cannot dream nor tell, 410 

*' But be it, since thou say'st 'tis well ; 
"Yet what thou mean'st by ' arms' and ' friends,' 
" Beyond my weaker sense extends. 
" I meant that Giaffir should hare heard 

" The very tow I plighted thee ; 415 

*'His wrath would not revoke my word : 

"But surely he would leave me free. 

" Can this fond wish seem strange in me, 
** To be what I have ever been ? 
'* What other hath Zuleika seen 4£0 

*' From simple childhood's earliest hour? 

"What other can she seek to see 
" Than thee, companion of her bower* 
) partner of her infancy? 
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<< These cherish'd thoughts with life hegun, 425 

" Say, why must I no more avow ? 
*' What change is wrought to make me shun 

*< The truth ; my pride, and thine till now ? 
** To meet the gaze of stranger's eyes 
** Our law, our creed, our God denies ; 490 

^Nor shall one wanderii^ thought of mifie 
*^ At such, our Pn^het's will, repine : 
*^No! happier made by that decree! 
** He left me all in leaving thee. 
*< Deep were my anguish, thus compellM 435 
** To wed with one I ne'er beheld: 
''This wherefore should I not reveal? 
^ Why wilt thou urge me to conceal ? 
''I know the Pacha's haughty mood 
*» To thee hath never boded good ; 440 

*^ And he so often storms at nought, 
'« Allah ! forbid that e'er he ought ! 
'^ And why I know not, but within 
^ My heart concealment weighs like sin. 
^ If then such secrecy be crime, 445 

''And such it feels while luriung here : 
" Oh, Selim ! tell me yet in time, 

" Nor leave me thus to thoughts of fear. 
" Ah ! yonder see the Tchocadar, (22) 
" My father leaves the mimic war ; 450 

" I tremble now to meet his eye-— 
" Say, Selun, can'st thou tell me why ?"^ 
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XIV. 

^ Zideika— to thy tower's retreat 

** Betake tiiee— Giaffir I can greet: 

^ And now with him I fain must prate 459 

^ Of firmans, imposts, levies, state. 

^ There's fearful news from Danube's banks, 

** Our Vizier nobly thins his ranks, 

'* For which the Giaour may give him thanks ! 

^ Our Sultan hath a shorter way 460 

M Such costly triumph to repay. 

** But, mark me, when the twilight drum 

** Hath wam'd the troops to food and sleep, 
^ Unto thy cell will Selim come : 

'* Then softly from the Haram creep 465 

" Where we may wander by the deep ; 

*^ Our garden battlements are steep ; 
'' Nor these will rash intruder climb 
'* To list our words, or stint our time ; 
*< And if he doth, I want not steel 470 

'* Which some have felt, and more may feel. 
'* Then shaH thou learn of Selim more 
'* Than thou hast heard or thought before ; 
'' Trust me, Zuleika — ^fear not me ! 
<^ Thou know'st I hold a Haram key." 47^ 

*' Fear thee, my Selim ! ne'er till now 
^< Did word like this—" 

^ Delay not thou \ 
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^ I keep fbe key — and Haroun's gaud 

^ Have jome, and hope of «ore reward. 

<< To-night, Zuleika, thoa ahalt hear 4M 

^ My tale, my pnrpote, and my fear: 

^ I am not, lore! what I iqppear.'' 
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CANTO II. 



I. 

THE winds are high on Helle's wave, 

As on that night of stormy water 
When liOve, who sent, forgot to save 405 

The joung, the heautifu), the brave, 

The lonely hope of Sestos' daughter. 
Oh ! when alone along the sky 
Her turret-torch was blazing high. 
Though rising gale, and breaking foam, 490 

And shrieking sea-birds wam'd him home ; 
And clouds aloft and tides below. 
With signs .and sounds, forbade to go, 
He could not see, he would not hear 
Or sound or sign foreboding fear ; 495 

His eye but saw that light of love. 
The only star it hail'd above ; 
His ear but rang with Hero's song, 
** Ye waves, divide not lovers long !" — 
That tale is old, but love anew 500 

May Derre young hearts to prove as tm^* 

VOL. IL J} 



so THE BRIDE cakto i 



n. 

The winds are high, and Helle's tide 
RoHs darkly heaving to the main ; 
And Pnght's descending shadows hide 

That field with blood bedew'd in rain, 5( 

The desert of old Priam's pride ; 
The tombs, sole relics of his reign, 
All — save immortal dreams that could beguile 
The blind old man of Scio's rocky isle ! 

m. 

Oh ! yet — ^for there my steps have been ; 5 

These feet have press'd the sacred shore, 
These limbs that buoyant wave hath borne — 
Minstrel ! with thee to muse, to mourn, 

To trace again those fields of yore. 
Believing every hillock green 5 

Contains no fabled hero's ashes, 
And that around the undoubted scene 

Thine own '< broad HeWesponf.^^ (2S) still dash 
Be long my lot ! and cold were he 
Who there could gaze denying thee ! 5 

ly. 

The night hath closed on Helle's stream, 
Nor yet hath risen on Ida's hill 

moon, which shone on his high theme : 

ior chides her peaceful beam, 
^mnscious shepherds b\e&% \t «^. 
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Thdr flocks are grazing on the mound 
Of him who Mi the Dardan's arrow : 

That mighty heap of gather'd ground 

Which Ammon's (24) son ran proudly round, 

By nations raised, by monarchs crown'd, 599 

Is now a lone and nameless barrow ! 
Within — ^thy dwelling-place how narrow ! 

Without — can only strangers breathe 

The name of him that toas beneath : 

Dust long outlasts the storied stone ; 599 

But Thou — ^thy very dust is gone ! 

V. 

Late, late to-night will Dian cheer 

The swain, and chase the boatman's fear ; 

Till then — no beacon on the cliff 

May shape the course of struggling skiff; 54^ 

The scattered lights that skirt the bay. 

All, one by one, have died away ; 

The only lamp of this lone hour 

Is glimmering in Zulcika's tower. 

Yes ! there is light in that lone chamber, 545 

And o'er her silken Ottoman 
Are thrown the fragrant beads of amber. 

O'er which her fairy fingers ran ; (25) 
Near these, with emerald rays beset, 
(How could she thus that gem forf^et?^ ^<^^ 

ffer motber'g sainted amul4t| (9A) 



ai THE BRIDE cakto ii. 

Whereon engraved the Kooraee text. 

Could smooth this life, and win the next; 

And by her Gomboloio (27) lies 

A Koran of illumined dyes ; 555 

And many a bright emblazon'd rhyme 

By Persian scribes redeem'd from time ; 

And o'er those scrolls, not oft so mute, 

Reclines her now n^ected lute ; 

And round her lamp of fretted gold 560 

Bloom flowers in urns of China's mould ; 

The richest work of Iran's loom, 

And Sheeraz' tribute of perfume ; 

All that can eye or sense delight 

Are gather'd in that gorgeous room : 565 

But yet it hath an air of gloom. 
She, of this Peri cell the sprite. 
What doth she hence, and on so rude a night ? 

VI. 

Wrapt in the darkest sable vest. 

Which none save noblest Moslem wear, 570 
To guard from winds of heaven the breast 

As heaven itself to Selim dear. 
With cautious steps the thicket threading. 

And starting oft, as through the glade 

The gust its hollow moanings made, 075 

Tin on the smoother pathway treading, 
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More free her timid bosom beat, 
The maid pursued her silent guide ; 

And though her terror urged retreat, 
How could she qidt her Selim's side ? (^80 

How teach her tender lips to chide ? 

vn. 

They reach'd at length a grotto, hewn 

By nature, but enlarged by art. 
Where oft her lute she wont to tune. 

And oft her Koran conn'd apart ; $85 

And oft in youthful reverie 
She dream'd what Paradise might be : 
Where woniian's parted soul shall go 
Her Prophet had disdain'd to show ; 
But Selim's mansion was secure, 590 

Nor deem'd she, could he long endure 
His bower in other worlds of bliss. 
Without Aer, most beloved in this ! 
Oh! who so dear with him could dwell? 
What Houri soothe him half so well ? 595 

vni. 

Since last she visited the spot 

Some change seem'd wrought within the grot : 

It might be only that the night 

Disguised thing» seen by better light: 

That brazen lamp but dimly threw ^(^<^ 

A ray of no celestial hue ; 

J> 2 
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But in a nook within the cell 

Her eye on stranger objects fell. 

There arms were piled, not such as wield 

The turban'd Delis in the field ; 605 

But brands of foreign blade and hilt. 

And one was red — perchance with guilt ! 

Ah ! how without can blood be spilt? 

A cup too on the board was set 

That did not seem to hold sherbet 610 

What may this mean ? she tum'd to see 

Her Selim— «< Oh ! can this be he ?" 

IX. 

His robe of pride was thrown aside, 
His brow no high-crown'd turban bore, 

But in its stead a shawl of red, 615 

Wreathed lightly round, his temples wore : 

That dagger, on whose hilt the gem 

Were worthy of a diadem, 

No longer glitter'd at his waist. 

Where pistols unadom'd were braced ; 620 

And from his belt a sabre swung. 

And from his shoulder loosely hung 

The cloak of white, the thin capote 

That decks the wandering Candiote : 

Beneath — his golden plated vest 625 

Clung like a cuirass to his breast ; 

The greaves below his knee that wound 

With silrery scales were sheathed a.xid)ao\\Ti^. 
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But were it not that high command 

Spake in his eye, and tone, and hand, 6S0 

All that a careless eye could see 

In him was some young Galiong^. (38) 

X. 

'* I said I was not what I seem'd ; 

*' And now thou seest my words were true : 
" I have a tale thou hast not dreamM, 655 

** If sooth — its truth must others rue. 
" My story now 'twere Tain to hide, 
^ I must not see thee Osman's bride : 
*' But had not thine own lips declared 
^ How much of that young heart I shared, 640 
" I could not, must not, yet have shown 
" The darker secret of my own. 
^ In this I speak not now of love ; 
** That, let time, truth, and peril prove : 
" But first — Oh ! never wed another — 645 

^ Zuleika ! I am not thy brother !" 

XI. 

" Oh ! not my brother ! — ^yet uns^y — 

** God ! am I left alone on earth 
^ To mourn — I dare not curse — ^the day 

« That saw my solitary birth ? 650 

*' Oh ! thou wilt love me now no more ! 

^ My sinking heart foreboded ill ; 
'^But know me aJl I was before, 
** Thy awter^friend— ZuleVka ^VaW. 
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*' ThoQ led'st me here perchance to kiU ; 655 

^ If thou hast cause for yengeance, see ! 
<< My breast b offer'd— take thy fill ! 
^ Far better with the dead to be 
^ Than live thus nothing now to thee : 
'^ Perhaps far worse, for now I know 660 

'* Why Giaffir alwajrs seem*d thy foe ; 
'' And I, alas ! am Giaffir's child, 
" For whom thou wert contemn'd, reviled. 
** If not thy sister — ^would'st thou save 
<< My life. Oh ! bid me be thy slave !" 665 

XII. 

** My slave, Zuleika ! — nay, I'm thine : 

^ But, gentle love, this transport calm, 
" Thy lot shall yet be link'd with mine ; 
" I swear it by our Prophet's shrine, 

** ^nd be that thought thy sorrow's balm. 670 
** So may the Koran (29) verse display'd 
'* Upon its steel direct my blade, 
<' In danger's hour to guard us both, 
<< As I preserve that awful oath ! 
^' The name in which thy heart hath prided 675 

" Must change ; but, my Zuleika, know, 
** That tie is widen'd, not divided, 

" Although thy Sire's my deadliest foe. 
*' My father was to Giaffir all 

^ That Selim late was deem'd to thee ; 680 

^^ Tbatbrother wrought a brothet^a ?a\\, 

li at least, my mtancy \ 
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^ And luH'd me with a vain deceit 

^ That yet a like return may meet. 

*< He rear'd me, not with tender help, 685 

" But like the nephew of a Cain ; (30) 
*< He watch'd me like a lion's whelp, 

" That|piaw8 and yet may break his chain. 

'^ My father's blood in every vein 
" Is boiling ; but for thy dear sake 690 

^ No present vengeance will I take ; 

*^ Though here I must no more remain. 
" But first, beloved Zuleika! hear 
^ How Giaffir wrought this deed of fear. 

xin. 

^ How first their strife to rancour grew, 695 

^ If love or envy made them foes, 
^ It matters little if I knew ; 
'* In fiery spirits, slights, though few 

^ And thoughtless, will disturb repose. 
^ In war Abdallah's arm was strong, 700 

" Remember'd yet in Bosniac song, 
^ And Paswan's(31) rebel hordes attest 
^ How little love they bore such guest: 
^ His death is all I need relate, 
** The stem effect of Giaffir's hate ; 705 

*' And how my birth disclosed to me, 
'* Whate'er beside it makes, hath made me free. 
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XIV. 

** When Paswan, after years of strife, 

^ At last for power, but first for life, 

*' In Widin's walls too proudly sate, 710 

" Our Pachas rallied round the state ; 

^ Nor last nor least in high command 

^ Each brother led a separate band ; 

^ They gave their horsetails (92) to the wind, 

^* And mustering in Sophia's plain 715 

^ Their tents were.pitch'd, their post assign'd ; 

" To one, alas ! assign'd in vain ! 
*< What need of words ? the deadly bowl, 
^ By Giaffir's order drugg'd and given, 
^ With venom subtle as his soul, 7£0 

*< Dismiss'd Abdallah's hence to heaven. 
^' Reclined and feverish in the bath, 

" He, when the hunter's sport was up, 
*' But little deem'd a brother's wrath 

** To quench his thirst had such a cup : 7£5 

<< The bowl a bribed attendant bore ; 
<< He drank one draught, (S3) nor needed more ! 
<< If thou my tale, Zuleika, doubt, 
^ Call Haroun — he can tell it out 

XV. 

** The deed once done, and Paswan's feud 730 
<< In part suppress'd, though ne'er subdued, 
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^ Abdallah's Pachalick was gain'd :•— 
^ Thou know'st not what in our Divan 
^ Can wealth procure for worse than man-^ 
^ Abdallah's honours were obtained 739 

^ By him a brother's murder stain'd ; 
*< ^Tia true, the purchase nearly drain'd 
*^ His ill got treasure, soon replaced* 
^ Would'st question whence? Survey the waste, 
*^ And ask the squalid peasant how 740 

** His gains repay his broiling brow \-^ 
^ Why me the stem usurper spared, 
*' Why thus with me his palace shared, 
^ I know not. Shame, regret, remorse^ 
^ And little fear from infant's force ; 74$ 

** Besides, adoption as a son 
. ** By him whom Heaven accorded none, 
*' Or some unknown cabal, caprice, 
** Preserved me thus ; — ^but not in peace : 
** He cannot curb his haughty mood, 750 

** Nor I forgive a father's blood. 

XVL 

** Within thy father's house are foes ; 

^ Not all who break his bread are true: 
^ To these should I my birth disclose, 

^ His days, his very hours were few : 759 

*^ They only want a heart to lead, 
^ A hand to point them to the deed. 
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^ But Haroun only knoirs, or knew 

'< This tale, whose doee b ahnost nigh: 
'^ He in AbdaUah's palaee grew, 760 

«' And held that post in his Serai 

" Which holds he here — he saw him die: 
^ But what could single slavery do ? 
^ Avenge his lord? alas ! too late ; 
" Or save his son from such a fate ? 76$ 

^ He chose the last, and when elate 

** With foes subdued, or friends betray'd, 
^ Proud Giaffir in high triumph sate, 
^* He led me helpless to his gate, 

'^ And not in vain it seems essay 'd 77Q 

« To save the life for which he pray'd* 
<* The knowledge of my birth secured 

'' From all and each, but most from me ; 
" Thus Giaffir's safety was ensured* 

^ Removed he too from Roumelie 775 

" To this our Asiatic side, 
<* Far from our seats by Danube's tide, 

** With none but Haroun, who retains 
** Such knowledge — and that Nubian feels 

" A t3rrant's secrets are but chains, 780 

<^ From which the captive gladly steals, 
*' And this and more to me reveals : 
" Such still to guilt just Alia sends 
^' Slaves, tools, accomplices — no friends ! 
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XVIL 

*< All this, Zuleika, harshlj sounds ; 785 

^^ Bat harsher still my tale must be : 
" Howe'er my tongue thy softness wounds, 

*' Yet I must prove all truth to thee. 

*< I saw thee start this garb to see, 
*' Tet is it one I oft have worn, '790 

'* And long must wear : this Galiongee, 
" To whom thy plighted row is sworn, 

'* Is leader of those pirate hordes, 

'* Whose laws and lives are on their swords ; 
" To hear whose desolating tale 795 

** Would make thy waning cheek more pale : 
" Those arms thou see'st my band have brought, 
*^ The hands that wield are not remote ; 
" This cup too for the rugged knaves 

" Is fill'd — once quaff^d^ they ne'er repine : 800 
'^ Our Prophet might forgive the slaves ; 

*^ They're only infidels in wine. 

xvni. 

** What could I be ? Proscribed at home, 
** And taunted to a wish to roam ; 
'* And listless left— for Giaffir's fear 805 

*^ Denied the courser and the spear— 
' " Though oft-— Oh, Mahomet! how oft!— 
'' In full Divan the despot scoflTd, 
VOL. JJ. K 
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<< As i£my weak unwilling hand 

<< Refused the hridle or the brand : 8 

" He ever went to war alone, 

** And pent me here untried — unknown ; 

*' To Haroun's care with women left, 

" By hope unblest, of fame bereft 

" While thou — ^whose softness long endear'd, 8 

« Though it unmanned me, still had cheer'd — 

*' To Brusa's waUs for safety sent, 

** Awaited'st there the field's event. 

" Haroun, who saw my spirit pining 

*' Beneath inaction's slug^sh yoke, 8 

^< His captive, though with dread re«gning, 

** My thraldom for a season broke, 
** On promise to return before 
^ The day when Giaffir's charge was o'er, 
^ 'TIS vain — my tongue can not impart 8! 

'^ My almost drunkenness of heart, 
" When first this liberated eye 
'< Survey'd Earth, Ocean, Sun and Sky, 
^ As if my spirit pierced them through, 
^ And all their inmost wonders knew ! Zi 

^ One word alone can paint to thee 
<< That more than feeling — I was Free ! 
<< E'en for thy presence ceased to pine ; 
" The World — ^nay — ^Heaven itself was mine 1 

XIX. 

fiop of a trusty Moot Zt 

*d me from this idle s\ioTe\ 
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^I long'd to see the ides tiiat gem 

** Old Ocean's purple diadem ; 

^ I sought by turns, and saw them all ; (84) 

^ But when and where I join'd the crew, 840 
** With whom Fm pledged to rise or fall, 

''When all that we design to do 
^Is done, twill then he time more meet 
^ To tell thee, when the tale's complete. 



"^Tb true, they are a lawless brood, 845 

^ But rough in form, nor mild in mood ; 

'^ And every creed, and every race, 

^ With them hath found — ^may find a place : 

** But open speech, and ready hand, 

^ Obedience to their chiers command ; 850 

** A soul for every enterprise, 

"That never sees with terror's eyes ; 

** Friendship for each, and faith to all, 

*< And vengeance vow'd for those who fedl, 

** Have made them fitting instruments 855 

c For more than ev'n my own intents. 

''And some — and I have studied all 

-" Distinguish'd from the vulgar rank, 
''But chiefly to my council call 

" The wisdom of the cautious Frank— 860 

" And some to hi^er thoughts aspire, 

" The last of Lambro's (35) patriots there 

^Andeipated freedom share ; 
^Aadoftarouad the cavern ftre 
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^ On visionary schemes debate, 86ft 

. ^ To snatch the Rayahs (36) from their fiite. 

*' So let them ease their hearts with prate 

*^ Of equal rights, which man ne'er knew ; 

" I have a love for freedom too. 
'^ Ay ! let me like the ocean-Patriarch (57) roam, 870 
^ Or only know on land the Tartar's home ! (88) 
** My tent on shore, my galley on the sea, 
^ Are more than cities and Serais to me : 
*^ Borne by my steed, or wafted by my sail, 
^Across the desert, or before the gale, 875 

** Bound where thou wilt, my barb ! or glide, my prow ! 
** But be the star that guides the wanderer. Thou ! 
^ Thou, my Zuleika, share and bless my bark ; 
<* The Dove of peace and promise to mine ark ! 
<* Or, since that hope denied in worlds of strife, 880 
'^ Be thou the rainbow to the storms of life ! 
^The evening beam that smiles the clouds away, 
" And tints to-morrow with prophetic ray ! 
^' Blest — as the Muezzin's strain from Mecca's wall 
^ To pilgrims pure and prostrate at his call ; 885 

" Soft — as the melody of youthful days, 
''That steals the trembling tear of speechless praise ; 
'^ Dear — as his native song to Exile's ears, 
'* Shall sound each tone thy long-loved voice endears. 
'' For thee in those bright isles is built a bower 890 
** Blooming as Aden (39) in its earliest hour. 
'* A thousand swords, with Selim*s heart and hand, 
^ fVaJt — irare— defend — destroy — at VSk^ co\f«D»3BA. I 



CAVTO II. OF ABTDOS. 45 

** Girt by my band, Zuleika at my side, 

^ The qioil of nations shall bedeck my bride, 895 

^The Haram's languid years of listless ease 

"Are well resign'd for cares — for joys like these : 

'^Not blind to fate, I see, where'er I rove, 

"Unnumbered perils — but one only love! 

"Yet well my toils shall that fond breast repay, 900 * 

"Though fortune frown, or falser friends betray. 

"How dear the dream in darkest hours of ill, 

"Should all be changed, to find thee faithful still! 

"Be but thy soul, like Selim's, firmly shown ; 

"To thee be Selim's tender as thine own ; 905 

"To soothe each sorrow, share in each delight, 

" Blend every thought, do all — but disunite ! 

**Once free, 'tis mine our horde again to guide ; 

" Friends to each other, foes to aught beside : 

"Yet there we follow but the bent assign'd 910 

"By fatal Nature to man's warring kind ; 

"Mark! where his carnage and his conquests cease! 

"He makes a solitude, and calls it — ^peace! 

"I like the rest must use my skill or strength, 

" But ask no land beyond my sabre's length : 915 

"Power sways but by division— her resource 

"l%e blest alternative of fraud or force ! 

"Ours be the last ; in time deceit may come 

" When cities cage us in a social home : 

" There ev'n thy soul might err— how oft the heart 9flO 

^CoiruptioD shakes which peril could nut ^axt I 

JC 2 



46 THE BRIDE camto ii. 

*' And woman, more than man, when death or wo 
" Or even Disgrace would lay her lover low, 
*^ Sunk in the lap of Luxury will shame — 
^ Away suspidon ! — not Zuleika's name ! 92 j 

'* But life is hazard at the best ; and here 
** No more remains to win, and much to fear : 
^ Yes, fear 1 — the doubt, the dread of losing thee, 
** By Osman's power, and Giaffir's stem decree. 
<* That dread shall vanish with the favouring gale, 9S0 
*' Which Love to-night hath promised to my sail : 
« No danger daunts the pair his smile hath blest, 
** Their steps still roving, but their hearts at rest. 
** With thee all toils are sweet, each clime hath charms : 
*' Earth — sea alike-^our world within our arms ! 935 
<( Ay — ^let the loud winds whistle o'er the deck, 
*< So that those arms cling closer rouqd my neck : 
'* The deepest murmur of this lip shall be 
'' No sigh for safety, but a prayer for thee ! 
<* The war of elements no fears impart 940 

*'To Love, whose deadliest bane is human Art: 
" Tliere lie the only rocks our course can check ; 
'' Here moments menace — there are years of wreck ! 
<' But hence ye thoughts that rise in Horror's shape ! 
" This hour bestows, or ever bars escape. 945 

*' Few words remain of mine my tale to close ; 
*' Of thine but one to waft us from our foes ; 
" Yea — foes — to me will Giaffir's hate decline ? 
" And is not Osman, who would part us, thine ? 
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XXI. 

''His head and faith from doubt and death 950 

^ Retum'd in time my guard to save ; 

'< Few heard, none told, tiiat o'er the wave 
'* From isle to isle I roved the while ; 
" And since, though parted from my band 
*^ Too seldom now I leave the land, 955 

^ No deed they've done, nor deed shall do, 
" Ere I have heard and doom'd it too : 
'* I form the plan, decree the spoil, 
'' '[Hs fit I oftener share the toil. 
^ But now too long I've held thine ear ; 960 

''Time presses, floats my bark, and here 
"We leave behind but hate and fear. 
"To-morrow Osman with his train 
" Arrives — ^to-night must break thy chain : 
'• And would'st tiiou save that haughty Bey, 965 

" Perchance, his life who gave thee thine, 
•* With me this hour away — away ! 

" But yet, though thou art plighted mine, 
"Would'st thou recal thy willing vow, 
^ AppaH'd by truths imparted now 970 

" Here rest I — not to see thee wed : 
" But be that peril on my head !" 



xxn. 

Zuleika, mute and motionless, 
Stood like that statue of distress, 
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When, her last hope for ever gone, 975 

The mother harden'd into stone ; 

All in the maid that eye could see 

Was but a younger Niob^. 

But ere her lip, or even her eye, 

Essay'd to speak, or look reply, 980 

Beneath the garden's wicket porch 

Far flash'd on high a blazing torch ! 

Another — and another — ^and another — [ther !" 

'•Oh! fly — no more — ^yet now my more than bro- 

Far, wide, through every thicket spread, 985 

The fearful lights are gleaming red ; 

Nor these alone — for each right hand 

Is ready with a sheathless brand. 

They part, pursue, return, and wheel 

With searching flambeau, shining steel ; 990 

And last of all, his sabre waving. 

Stem Giaffir in his fury raving : 

And now almost they touch the cave — 

Oh ! must that grot be Selim's grave ? 

XXIII. 

Dauntless he stood — •• 'TIS come — soon past^— 995 
'* One kiss, Zuleika — 'tis my last: 

<• But yet my band not far from shore 
** May hear this signal, see the flash ; 
*^ Yet now too few — the attempt were rash : 

•• No matter — yet one effort more.** 1000 

-For th to the cavern mouth he fXz\\\ 
7^8 echo rang on big\i. 




CANTO 'II. OF ABTDOS. 49 

Zuleika started not, nor wept, 
Despair benumb'd her breast and eye !— 

*^They hear me not, or if they ply 1005 

** Their oars, 'tis but to see me die ; 

''That sound hath drawn my foes more nigh. 

^ Then forth my father's sdmitar, 

''Thou ne'er hast seen less equal war! 

" Farewell, Zuleika l^Sweet ! retire: 1010 

" Yet stay within — ^here linger safe, 
" At thee his rage will only chafe. 

" Stir not — lest even to thee perchance. 

" Some erring blade or ball should glance. 

"Fear'st thou for him ? — ^may I expire 1015 

" If in this strife I seek thy sire ! 

"No — ^though by him that poison pour'd ; 

" No— though again he call me coward ! 

" But tamely shall I meet their steel ? 

"No— as each crest save hU may feel !" lOSO 

XXIV. 

One bound he made, and gain'd the sand : 

Already at his feet hath sunk 
The foremost of the prying band ; 

A gasping head, a quivering trunk : 
Another falls — but round him close 1025 

A swarming circle of his foes ; 
From right to left his path he cleft, 

And almost met the meeting wave; 
Hh boat appears — ^not five oars* \en^— 
His comrades strain with desperate Btr^xit^ — '^^'5* 
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Oh ! are they yet in time to save? 

His feet the foremost breakers lave ; 
His band are plunging in the bay, 
Their sabres glitter through the spray ; 
Wetr— wild— unwearied to the strand 10S5 

They struggle — now they touch the land! 
They come— 'tis but to add to slaughter — 
His heart's best blood is on the water ! 

XXV. 

Escaped from shot, unharm'd by steel. 

Or scarcely grazed its force to feel, 1040 

Had Selim won, betray'd, beset, 

To where the strand and billows met: 

There as his last step left the land, 

And the last deadi-blow dealt his hand — 

Ah ! wherefore did he turn to look 1045 

For her his eye but sought in vain ? 
That pause, that fatal gaze he took. 

Hath doom'd his death, or fix'd his chain. 
Sad proof, in peril and in pain. 
How late will Lover's hope remain ! 1050 

His back was to the dashing spray ; 
Behind, but dose, his comrades lay. 
When, at the instant, hiss'd the ball — 
«< So may the foes of Giaffir fall !" 
Whose voice is heard ? whose carbine rang ? 1055 
Whose bullet through the night-air sang^ 
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Too nearly, deadly aim'd to err? 

^s thine — ^AbdaUah's Murderer ! 

The father slowly rued thy hate. 

The son hath found a qmcker fate : 1060 

Fast from his breast the blood is bubbling, 

The whiteness of the sea-foam troubling — 

If aught his lips essay'd to groan, 

The rushing billows choak'd the tone ! 

XXVI. 

Mom slowly rolls the clouds away ; 1065 

Few trophies of the fight are there : 
The shouts that shook the midnight-bay 
Are silent ; but some signs of fray 

That strand of strife may bear, 
And fragments of each shiver'd brand ; 1079 

Steps stamp'd ; and dash'd into the sand 
The print of many a struggling hand 

May there be mark'd ; nor far remote 

A broken torch, an oarless boat; 
And tangled on the weeds that heap 1075 

The beach where shelving to the deep 

There lies a white Capote! 
'TIS rent in twain— one dark-red stain 
The wave yet ripples o'er in yain : 

But where is he who wore ? 1 089 

Ye ! who would o'er his relics weep 
€k>, seek them where the surges sweep 
Their burthen round Sigeum's steep 
And cast on Ltemnw^ shore : 
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Hie sea-birds shriek above the prey* 108J^ 

O'er whicirthdr hungry beaks dekyv 

As shaken on his restless pillow, 

His head heaves with the heaving billow ; 

That hand, whose motion is not life, 

Tet feebly seems to menace strife, 1090 

Flung by the tossing tide on high, 

Thenlevell'd with the wave — 
What recks it, though that corse shall lie 

Within a living grave ? 
The bird that tears that prostrate form 1095 

Hath only robb'd the meaner worm ; 
The only heart, the only eye 
Had bled or wept to see him die. 
Had seen those scatter'd limbs composed. 

And moum'd above his turban-stone, (40) 1 1 o 
That heart hath burst — ^that eye was closed — 

Yea — closed before his own ! 

XXVII. 

By Helle's stream there is a voice of wail ! 
And woman's eye is wet — ^man's cheek is pale : 
Zuleika ! last of Giaffir's race, 1105 

Thy destin'd lord is come too late ; 
He sees not — ne'er shall see thy face ! 

Can he not hear 
The loud Wul-wuUeh (41) warn his distant ear? 
Thy handmaids weeping at the gate, 1110 

JCoran-chanters of the Vi^mn o£ ^ate. 
It slaves with folded arm^ \W\. ^^^^^^ 
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S%fas in the hall, and shrieks upon the gale, 

Tell him thy tale ! 
Thou didst not view thy Selim fall ! 1115 

That fearful moment when he left the cave 

Thy heart grew chill : 
He was thy hope — thy joy — thy love — thine all^ 
And that last thought on him thou could'st not save 

Sufficed to kiU: lUO 

Burst forth in one wild cry — and all was still. 

Peace to thy broken heart, and virgin grave ! 
Ah ! happy ! but of life to lose the worst ! 
That grief-— though deep^though fatal — was thy first ! 
^Thrice happy ! ne'er to feel nor fear the force 1125 
Of absence, shame, pride, hate, revenge, remorse ! 
And oh ! that pang where more than Madness lies ! 
The worm that will not sleep— and never dies ; 
Thought of the gloomy day and ghastly night, 1 129 
That dreads the darkness, and yet loathes the light, 
That winds around, and tears the quivering heart! 
Ah ! wherefore not consume it— and depart ! 

Wo to thee, rash and unrelenting chief! 
Vainly thou heap'st the dust upon thy head. 
Vainly the sackcloth o'er thy limbs dost spread : 
By that same hand Abdallah— Selim bled. 1196 
Now let it tear thy beard in idle grief: 
Thy pride of heart, thy bride for Osman's bed, 
She, whom thy sultan had but seen to w^ 
roL» II. p 
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Thy Daughter's dead ! 
Hope of dune age, thy twilight's lonely beam. 
The Star hath set that shone on Helle's strean 
What quench'd its ray ? — ^the blood that thou hast 8 
Hark ! to the hurried question of Despair 
Where is my duld ?" an Echo answers** -Where?" 

xxxvin. 

Within the place of thousand tombs 

That shine beneath, while dark above 
The sad but living cypress glooms 

And withers not, though branch and leaf 
Are stamp'd with an eternal grief, 

like early unrequited love. 
One Bpot exists, which ever blooms, 

Ev'n in that deadly grove — 
A single rose is shedding there 

Its lonely lustre, meek and pale : 
It looks as planted by Despair — 

So white — so faint — the slightest gale 
Might whirl the leaves on high ; 

And yet, though storms and blight assail, 
And hands more rude than wintry sky 

May wring it from the stem — in vain — 

To-morrow sees it bloom again ! 
The stalk some spirit gently rearsy 
And waters with celestial tears ; 

For well may maids of Helle deem ] 
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That this can be no earthly flower, 

Which mocks the tempest's withering hour, 

And buds unsheltered by a bower ; 

Nor droops, though spring refuse her shower. 

Nor woos the summer beam : 1 170 

To it the livelong night there sings 

A bird unseen — but not remote : 
Inyisible his airy wings. 
But soft as harp that Houri strings 

Hb long entrancing note ! 1 175 

It were the Bulbul ; but his throat. 

Though mournful, pours not such a strain : 
For they who listen cannot leave 
The spot, but linger there and grieve 

As if they loved in vain ! 1180 

And yet so sweet the tears they shed, 
^Tia sorrow so unmix'd with dread. 
They scarce can bear the morn to break 

That melancholy spell. 
And longer yet would weep and wake, 1 185 

He sings so wild and well ! 
But when the day-blush bursts from high 
Expires that magic melody. 
And some have been who could believe, 
(So fondly youthful dreams deceive, 1190 

Tet harsh be they that blame) 
That note so piercing and profound 
Win shape and syllable its sound 

Into Zuleik&'a name. (43) 
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Tis from her cjrpress' summit heard, 1 

That melts in air the liquid word : 

Tis from her lowly yirgin earth 

That white rose takes its tender birth. 

There late was laid a marble stone ; 

Eve saw it placed — the Morrow gone ! 11 

It was no mortal arm that bore 

That deep-fix'd pillar to the shore ; 

For there, as Helle's legends tell. 

Next morn 'twas found where SeKm fell ; 

Lash'd by the tumbling tide, whose ware U 

Denied his bones a holier grave : 

And there by night, reclined, 'tis said. 

Is seen a ghastiy turban'd head : 

And hence extended by the billow, 

^s named the " Pirate-phaj^tom's pillow I" 13 

Where first it lay that mourning flower 

Hath flourish'd ; flourisheth this hour. 
Alone and dewy, coldly pure and pale ; 
As weeping Beauty's cheek at Sorrows' tale ! 
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Note 1, page 9, line 8. 
WaxfairU o'*er the gardent of CM in her bloom. 
"G61,)* the rose. 

Note 2, page 9, line 17. 

Can he imile on aueh deeds as his children have done ! 
<' Souls made of fire and children of the Sun, 
" With whom Revenge is Virtue.*' 

Young's Revkhge. 

Note 3, page 12, line 2. 

ffiih Mefnoun*s tale^ or Sadies song. 
MejnouD and Leila, the Romeo and Juliet of the East. 
Sadi, the moral poet of Persia. 

Note 4, page 12, line 3. 

Till I, vho heard the deep tambour* 
Tambour, Turkish drum, which sounds at sunrise, 
DooDy and twilight. 

Note 5, page 14, line 21. 
Me is an Arab to my ttgKt. 
The TarkM tibbor the Arabs (who x«l\ixik t2d« catk^v 

f 2 
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nent a hundred fold) even more than they hate the Chris* 
tlans. 

Note 6, page 16, line 2. 
7%e mind, Iht Mutic breathing from her face. 
This expression has met with objections. I will not 
refer to '* Him who hath not Mane in his foal,^ but 
merely request the reader to recollect, for ten seconds, 
the features of the woman whom he believes to be the 
most beautiful : and if be then does not comprehend fully 
what is feebly expressed in the above line, I shall be sor* 
ry for us both. For an eloquent passage in the latest 
work of the first female writer of this, perhaps, of any 
age, on the analogy (and the immediate comparison ex- 
cited by that analogy) between '* painting and music,*' 
see vol. iii. cap. 10. De L^Allemagite. And is not 
this connexion still stronger with the original than the 
copy? With the colouring of Nature than of Art? — 
After all, this is rather to be felt than described ; still I 
think there are some frho will understand it, at least they 
would have done had they beheld the countenance whose 
speaking harmony suggested the idea; for this passage is 
not drawn from imagination but memory, that mirror 
which Affliction dashes to the earth, and looking down 
upon the fragments, only beholds the reflection multipli- 
ed! 

Note 7, page 16, line 24. 

But yet the line of Caratman, 
Carasman Oglou, or Kara Osman Oglou, is the princi- 
pal landholder in Turkey ; he governs Magnesia : those 
who, by a kind of feudal tenure, possess land on condi- 
tion of service, are called Tiroariots : they serve as Spa- 
biSf according to the extent of ien\lory , Oitid bxin^ a cer- 
imber into th« fieW^gcuetaW^ c^lnblV^j. 
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Note 8) page 17, lioe 7. 

And teach the messenger what fate. 
When a Pacha is sufficiently strong to resist, the 8in<* 
gle messenger, who is always the first b^rer of the order 
for bis death, is strangled instead, and sometimes five or 
six, one after the other, on the same errand, by com- 
mand of the refractory patient; if, on the contrary, he 
is weak or loyal, he bows, kisses the Sultanas respectable 
signature, and is bow-strung with great complacency. — 
Id 1810, several of these presents were exhibited in the 
niche ef the Seraglio gate ; among others, the head of • 
the PadA of Bagdat, a brave young man, cut off by 
treachery, after a desperate resistance. 

Note 9, page 17 , line 26. 

Thriee eUspp*d his hands, andcaWd his steed. 
Clapping of the hands calls the servants. The Turks 
hate a superfluous expenditure of voice, and they have no 
beUs. 

Note 10, page 17, line 27. 

Resigned his gemntdom^d Chibouque, 
Chibouque, the Turkish pipe, of which the amber 
mouth-piece, and sometimes the ball which contains the 
leaf, IS adorned with precious stones, if in possession of 
the wealthier orders. 

Note 11, page 18, line 2. 

Wiih Maugrabee and Mamaluke. 
Maugrabee, Moorish mercenaries. 

Note 12, page 18, line 3. 
His way amidhis Delis took. 
Pel^ bravoB wbo form the forlotnho'^ oti^ftCV»^\l^ 
and Blwaja begin the action. 
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Note 13, page 18, lioe 15. 

Careering ekave iKefoldedfelt, 
A twisted fold of feii is used for scimitar practice by 
the Turiu, and few but Mussulman arms can cut through 
it at a single stroke : sometiimes a tough turban is used 
for the same purpose. The jerreed is a game of blunt ja- 
velins, animated and graceful. 

Note 14, page 18, line 18. 

JVbr heard their OUdhs toild and loud, 
«< Ollahs,** AUa il Allah, the << Leilies,*' as the Spanish 
poets call them, the sound is Ollah ; a cry of which the 
Turks, for a silent people, are somewhat profuse, parti- 
cularly during the jerreed, or in the chase, but mostly in 
battle. Their animation in the field, and gravity in the 
chamber, with their pipes and comboloios, form an amus- 
ing contrast. 

Note 15, page 19, line 12. 

The Persian Atar-guta perfume. 
<* Atar-gul,*' ottar of roses. The Persian is the finest. 

Note 16, page 19, line 14. 

The pictured roof and marble Jloor, 
The ceiling and wainscots, or rather walls, of the Mus« 
Salman apartments are generally painted, in great houses 
with one eternalland highly coloured view of Constantino- 
ple, wherein the principal feature is a noble contempt of 
perspective ; below, arms, scimitars, &e. are in general 
fancifully and not inelegantly disposed. 

Note 17, page 20, line 2. 

« 

A menage from the Bulbul bears, 

much doubted wbeihei tSu^ tio\j^« q£ vhit 
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^< Lover of tho rose^' are sad or merry ; an4 Mr. Fox's 
remarks on the subject have provoked some learned con- 
troversy as to the opinions of the ancients on the subject. 
I dare not venture a conjecture on the pointi though a lit- 
tle inclined to the ** errare maUem/' &c. t/Mr. Fox «Mt 



Note I89 page SI9 line 11. 

Evm Aaraelffrcm hit deadly fukfer4 
^ AxrfteP'— 4he angel of death. 

Note 19, page 2Sy line 19. 

ffiihiin the cooes eflttdkar. 
The treasures of the Freadamite Sultans. See D'Hsiv 
BBLOT, article Ittakar. 

Note 20, page 23, line 6. 

HoUt not a MutsdinCt eentroL 
Mosselim, a governor, the next in rank after a Pacha ; 
a Waywode irthe third ; and then come the Agas. 

Note 21, page 23, line 7. 

Was he not bred in Egripo ? 
Egripo— the Negropont. According to the proverb* 
the Turks of Egripo, the Jews of Salonica, and the Greeks 
of Athens, are the worst of tiieir respective races. 

Note 22) page 25^ line 25. 

Ah ! yonder see the Tehoeadar. 
« Tchocadar'^^-one of the attendants who precedes a 
man of authority. 

Note 23, page 30, line 17. 

7%me otm" broad HellupvnlP^ still (Uuliet. 
The wrmngling about this epithet, ^^ lYie btc^^i^^^'^'^^ 
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pont** or the ** boundless HeHespoiit,** whether it mean 
one or the other, or what it means at ally has been be- 
yond all possibility of detail. I hare even heard it die* 
puted on the spot ; and not foreseeing a speedy conclu- 
sion to the controversy, amused myself with swinming 
across it in the mean time, and probably may agaiiiy 
before the point is settled. Indeed, the question as to 
the truth of '''the tale of Troy divine*^ stUl continues^ 
much of it resting upon the talismanic word ** a^nifo^* 
probably Homer had the same notion of distance that a 
coquette has of time, and when he talks of boundlesst 
means half a mile ; as the latter, by a like figure, when 
she says eternal attachment, simply specifies three weeks. 

Note 84, page 31, line 4. 

Which Ammon^i nm rtmprovdly round. 
Before his Persian invasion, and crowned the altar 
with laurel, ^. He was afterwards imitated by Cara- 
calla in his race. It is believed that the last also poison- 
ed a friend, named Festus, fer the sake of new Patro- 
clan games. I have seen the sheep feeding on the tombs 
of iCsietes and Antilochus ; the first is in the centre of the 
plain. 

Note 25, page 31, line 23. 

O^er which her fairy jingert ran. 
When rubbed, the amber is susceptible of a perfume, 
which is slight but not disagreeable. 

Note 26, page 31, line 26. 

Her mother* t tainted amulet. 
The belief in amulets engraved on gems, or enclosed in 
gold boxes, containing scraps from the Koran, worn 
<be iieck^ wristi or arm, is still universal in the 
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Eait, The Koorsee (throne) verse in the second cap. of 
the Koran describes the attributes of the Most High, and 
is engraved in this manneri and worn by the pious, as 
the most esteemed and sublime of all sentences. 

Note 27, page 32, line 3. 

And hy her Camboloio lies. 
«* Comboloio^'— a Turkish rosarj. The MSS. particu- 
larly those of the Persians, are richly adorned and illu- 
minated. The Greek females are kept in utter ignorance ; 
but many of the Turkish girls are highly accomplished, 
though not actually qualified for a Christian coterie ; per- 
haps some of our own << bluet** might not be the worse for 
bleaching. 

Note 28, page 35, line 4. 

In him was some young Oaliongee. 
*^ Galiong^'' — or Galiongi, a sailor, that is, a Turkish 
sailor ; the Greeks navigate, the Turks work the guns. — 
Their dress is picturesque ; and I have seen the Capitan 
Pacha more than once wearing it as a kind of incog,-^ 
Their legs, however, are generally naked. The buskins 
described in the text as sheathed behind with silver, are 
those of an Arnout robber, who was my host (he had 
quitted the profession) at his Pyrgo, near Gastouni in 
the Morea ; they were plated in scales one over the other, 
like the back of an armadillo. 

Note 29, page 36, line 17. 

So may the Koran verse displayed. 
The characters on all Turkish scimitars contain some- 
times the name of the place of their manufacture^ but 
more generally a text from the Koran, in letters of gold. 
Amongst those in my possession is one with a blade of 
uaguJar construction ; it is very bioad) ^n^ ^« ^^^ 
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notched into serpentine curves like the ripple of water, or 
the wavering of flame. I asked the Armenian who sold 
it, what possible use such a figure could add : he said, in 
Italian, that he did not know ; but the Mussulmans had 
an idea that those of this form gave a severer wound ; 
and liked it because it was ** piu feroce.^' I did not 
much admire the reason, but bought it for its peculiarity. 

Note 30, page 37, line 4. 

Bui like the nephew ef a Cain. 
It is to be observed, that every allusion to any thing or 
personage in the Old Testament, such as the Ark, or 
Cain, is equally the privilege of Mussulman and Jew : in- 
deed the former profess to be much better acquainted 
with the lives, true and fabulous, of the patriarchs, than 
is warranted by our own Sacred writ, and not content 
with Adam, they have a biography of Pre-Adamites.— 
Solomon is the monarch of all necromancy, and Moses a 
prophet inferior only to Christ and Mahomet. Zuleika is 
the Persian name of Potiphar's wife, and her amour with 
Joseph constitutes one of the finest poems in their Ian' 
guage. It is therefore no violation of costume to put the 
names of Cain, or Noah, into the mouth of a Moslem. 

Note 31, page 37, line 20. 

^nd Paswan's rebel hordet atte$L 
Paswan Oglou, the rebel of Widin, who for the last 
years of his life set the whole power of the Porte at defi- 
ance. 

Note 32, page 38, line 7. 

They gave their honetaiU to the triruf. 
Horsetail, the standard of a iPacha. 
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Note 83, page 38, line 20. 

He drank one draught, nor needed more* 
Giaffir, Pacha of Argyro Castro, or Scutari, I am no 
sure which, was actually taken off by the Albanian Ali, 
in the manner cJescribed in the text. Ali Pacha, while I 
was in the country, married the daughter of his victim, 
some years after the event had taken place at a bath in 
Sophia, or Adrianople. The poison was mixed in the 
cup of coffee, which is presented before the sherbet by the 
bath-keeper, after dressing. 

Note 34, page 43} line 3. 

I sought hy tumty and saw them aU. 
The Turkish notions of almost all islands are confined 
to the Archipelago, the sea alluded to. 

Note 35, page 43, line 26. 

7%e last of LambroU patriots there* 
La'mbro Canzani, a Greek, famous for his efforts in 
1789-90 for the independence of his country : abandon- 
ed by the Russians, he became a pirate, and the Archipe- 
lago was the scene of his enterprises. He is said to be 
itill alive at Petersburg. He and Riga are the two most 
celebrated of the Greek revolutionists. 

Note 36, page 44, line 2. 

To snatch the Rayahs from their fate. 
** Rayahs,*' all who pay the capitation tax, called the 
^'Haratch.^ 

Note 37, page 44, line 6. 

•tfjr / kime Uhe the oeean-Patriareh roam. 
This first of voyages is one of the few with y}Yi\t\iX>Nb 
Mo milnM itf proUfSB much acquaintance. 




Tutai% aad Toe 
I uy book of Eul) 
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«1 Adea,^ fko pMpgfol abode, tbe Mas 



Kotr M, poge 5^ fine 16. 

MdkmmkiM 

A tnibaa is can^d io ottiae above tbe paves of i 
oalj. 

Note 41» psfe 9, Bao 25. 

The hmi Wml wmOfkummkiM iUima ear. 
Thedeatb-soB^oftbeToikiah womeii. Tbe ^sil 
slaves^ are tbe sen wboee notknis of decomm foi 
complauit io/m&lie. 

Note 41, page 54, line 6. 

** Where um^ekOir^^^mnEdkeaniweri--'** Where 

** I came to tbe place of aij birth and cried, * ' 

** friends of my youth, where are they?' and an Echo 

•• swered, • Where are they V " From 

Arabic MS. 

Tbe above quotation (from which tbe idea in the ' 

if taken) must be already familiar to every reader — i 

given in the first annotation, v^%e ^I^oI^^TVa Pleas 
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of Menofj ;^' a poem so well known as to render a re- 
ference almost superfluous ; but to whose pages all will 
be ddighted to recur. 

Note 43, page 55, last line. 

Into ZuleikaU name. 
*^ And airy tongues that tyUabh men^s names." 

MiLTOV. 

For a belief that the souls of the dead inhabit the form 
of birds, we need not travel to the East. Lord L3rttle- 
ton's ghost story, the belief of the Duchess of Kendal, that 
George I. flew into her window in the shape of a ra? en 
(see Orford's Reminiscences), and many other instances, 
bring this soperstitien nearer home. The most singular 
was the whim of a Worcester lady, who believing her 
daughter to exist in the shape of a singing bird^ literally 
furnished her pew in the Cathedral with cages full of the 
kind ; and as she was rich, and a benefactress inbeauti* 
fying the church, no objection was made to her hannlesft 
folly.— For this anecdote, see Orford^s Letters, 
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I suoi pensieri in lui donnir noo poono** 
Tabso, CoMio didmOt Genualemmt UbetMia, 
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THOMAS MOORE, ESQ. 



H7 DEAR HOORSy 

I DEDICATE to you the last production with 
which I shall trespass on public patience, and your 
indulgence, for some years ; and I own that I feel 
anxious to avdl myself of this latest and only op« 
portunity of adorning my pages with a name, con- 
secrated by unshaken public principle, and the 
most undoubted and various talents. WhDe Ire- 
famd ranks you among the firmest of her patriots ; 
while you stand alone the first of her bards in her 
estimation, and Britun repeats and ratifies the de- 
eree, permit one, whose only regret, since our first 
ac(|uaintanee, has been the years he had loM before 
it commeneed, to add the humble^ but t&ncjet^ vai- 
Atg» affrimidablpf to the roice of moT« ^^[ttsi cs^<^ 
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nation. It will at least prove to you, that I have 
ndther forgotten the gratiftcation derived from 
your society, nor abandoned the prospect of its re- 
newal) whenever your leisure or inclination allows 
you to atone to your friends for too long an absence. 
It is said among those friends, I trust truly, that 
you are engaged in the composition of a poem 
whose scene will be laid in the East ; none can do 
those scenes so much justice. The wrongs of your 
own country, the magnificent and fiery spirit of her 
sons, the beauty and feeling of her daughters, may 
there be found ; and Collins, when he denominated 
hb Oriental his Irish Eclogues, was not aware how 
true, at least* was a part of his parallel. Tour ima- 
gination will create a warmer sun, and less clouded 
aky ; but wildness, tenderness, and originality are 
part of your national claim of oriental descent, to 
which you have already thus far proved your tiUe 
more clearly than the most ^alous of your coun- 
try's anti<}uarianst 

Bfay I add a few words on a subject on which 
all men are supposed to be fluent, and none agreea- 
ble?— Self. I have written much, and published 
more than enough to demand a longer silence than 
I now meditate ; but for some years to come it is 
mjr iotentioQ to tempt no further the award of 
neOy nor columnftJ*^ 1a lihib y^vmsd^ t^iinr 
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position I hare attempted not the most difficult, 
buty perhaps, the best adapted measure to our lan- 
guage, the good old and now neglected heroic coup- 
let The stanza of Spenser is perhaps too slow 
and dignified for narrative ; though, I confess, it is 
the measure most after my own heart : Scott alone, 
of the present generation, has hitherto completely 
triumphed over the fatal facility of the octosyllabic 
verse ; and this b not the least victory of his fertile 
and mighty genius : in blank verse, Slilton, Thorn- 
ton, and our dramatists, are the beacons that shine 
along the deep, but warn us from the rough and bar- 
ren rock on which they are kindled. The heroic coup- 
let is not the most popular measure certainly ; but as 
I did not deviate into the other from a wish to flatter 
what is called public opinion, I shall quit it without 
further apology, and take my chance once more 
with that versification, in which I have hitherto 
published nothing but compositions whose former 
drctilation is part of my present and wiO be of my 
future regret 

With regard to my story, and stories in general, 
I should have been glad to have rendered my per- 
sonages more perfect and amiable, if possible, inas- 
much as I have been sometimes criticised, and con- 
sidered no less responsible for their deeda sxid. o^- 
ities tbaa if all bad been personal. B^ \1 ^ic^VL\ 
Aawe denated into the gloomy vanity ot ** ajc«wvtt^ 
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Iffom self,** Hie pictures are probably like, since they 
are unfarourable ; and if not, those who know me 
are ondeoeiTed, and those who do not, I have little 
interest in undeceiving. I have no particular de- 
fire tiiat any but my acquaintance should think the 
author better than the beings of his imagining ; but 
I cannot help a httie surprise, and perliaps amuse- 
ment, at some odd critical exceptions in the present 
instance, when I see several bards (far more desenr- 
ing, I aUow) in yery reputable plight, and quite ex- 
empted from all participation in the faults of those 
heroes, who, neyertheless, might be found with 
little more morality than '' The Giaour,'' and per- 
haps-^but no — ^I must admit Childe Harold to be a 
very repulsive personage ; and as to his identity, 
those who like it must give him whatever ^< alias" 
they please. 

If, however, it were worth while to remove the 
impression* it might be of some service to me, that 
the man who is alike the delight of his readers and 
his friends, the poet of all circles, and the idol of 
his own, permits me here and elsewhere to sub- 
scribe myself, 

most truly, and affectionately, 

his obedient servant, 

BYRON, 
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CANTO I. 



*( ^....i-^.— neuun nmggior dolor*, 
** Cbe ricordani del tempo felice 

" Nella miwria, »♦ 

Dahtc. 



I. 

" O^R the glad waters of the dark hlue seal, 

*' Our thoughts as boundless, and our souls as freer/ 

'' Far as the breeze can bear, the billows foam, 

** Sunre7 our empire and behold our home ! 

'< These are our realms, no limits to their sway^— 9 

** Our flag the sceptre all who meet obey. 

^' Ours the wild life in tumult still to range 

*' From toil to rest, and joy in every change. 

«^ Oh, who can tell ? not thoU| luxurious slave I 

** Whose soul would sicken o'er theheaving ware; 19^ 

** Not thou, vain lord of wantonness and ease! 

<* Whom slumber soothes not— pleasurecannotplease-" 

^ Oh, who can tell, save he whose heart hath tried, 

'< And danc'd in triumph o'er the ^«.tfen ^wu^^ 
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(( The exulting sense — ^the pulse's maddening play, 15 

" That thrills the wanderer of that trackless way ? 

<^ That for itself can woo the approaching fight» 

" And turn what some deem danger to defight ; 

" That seeks what cravens shun with more than zeal, 

" And where the feebler faint — can only feel — 20 

'' Feel — ^to the ri»ng bosom's inmost core, 

" Its hope awaken and its spirit soar ? 

^^ No dread of death— if vrith us die our foes — 

*' Save that it seems eyen duller than repose : 

*' Come when it will — ^we snatch the life of life — 25 

" When lost — ^what recks it — by disease or strife ? 

'< Let him who crawls enamour'd of decay, 

^' Cling to his couch, and sicken years away ; 

*' Heave his thick breath ; and shake his palsied head ; 

" Ours — ^the fresh turf, and not the feverish bed. SO 

*' While gasp by gasp he falters forth his soul, 

" Ours with one pang— one bound — escapes control. 

** His corse may boast its urn and narrow cave, 

^* And they who loath'd his life may gild his grave : 

" Ours are the tears, though few, sincerely shed, 35- 

*' When Ocean shrouds and sepulchres our dead. 

^' For us, even banquets fond regret supply 

'^ In the red cup that crowns our memory ; 

" And the brief epitaph in danger's day, 

*' When those who win at length divide the prey, 4o 

" And cry, Remembrance saddening o'er each brow 

*' How had the brave who fell exulted now /" 
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II. 

Such were the notes that from the Pirate's isle, 
Around the kindling watch-fire rang the while ; 
Such were the sounds that thrilPd the rocks along, 45 
And unto eai^ as rugged seemM a song ! 

• In scattered groups upon the golden sand, 
They game— carouse— converse— or whet the brand ; 
Select the arms — to each his bliide assign, 
And careless eye the blood that dims its shine : 50 
Repair the boat, replace the helm or oar, 
While others straggling muse along the shore ; 
For the wild bird the busy springes set, 
Or spread beneath the sun the dripping net ; 
Gaze where some distant sail a speck supplies, 55 
With all the thirsting eye of Enterprise ; 
Tell o'er the tales of many a night of toil, 
And marvel where they next shall seize a spoil : 
No matter where — their chief's allotment this ; 
Theirs, to believe no prey nor plan amiss. 60 

But who that Chief ? his name on every shore 
Is famed and fear'd — ^they ask and know no more. 
With these he mingles not but to command ; 
Few are his words, but keen his eye and hand. 

' Ne'er seasons he with mirth their jovial mess, 65 
But they forgive his silence for success. 
Ne'er for his lip the purpling cup they fill, 
That goblet passes him untasted still — 
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And for lus fare — ^the rudest of his crew 

Would that, in turn, have passM untasted too ; 70 

Earth's coarsest bread, the garden's homeliest roots. 

And scarce the summer luxury of fruits, 

His short repast in humbleness supply 

With all a hermit's board would scarce deny. 

But while he shuns the grosser joys of sense, 75 

His mind seems nourish'd by that abstinence, [done : 

** Steer to that shore P'— they sail. ''Do this !"— tis 

** Now form and follow me !" — ^the spoil is won« 

Thus prompt his accents and his actions still. 

And all obey and few enquire his will ; 80 

To such, brief answer and contemptuous eye 

Convey reproof, nor further deign reply. 

m. 

** A sail ! — a sail !" — a promised prize to Hope ! 

Her nation — flag — ^how speaks the telescope ? 

No prize, alas ! — but yet a welcome sail : 85 

The blood-red signal glitters in the gale. 

Yes — she is ours — a home returning bark — 

Blow fair, thou breeze ! — she anchors ere the dark. 

Already doubled is the cape— our bay 

Receives that prow which proudly spurns the spray .90 

How gloriously her gallant course she goes ! 

Her white wings flying — never from her foes — 

She walks the waters like a thing of lifev 

Apd seems to dare the elements to strife. 
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Who would Bot brave the hattle-fire— the wreck— 96 
To move the monarch of her peopled deck ? 

IV. 

Hoarse o'er her side the rustling cable rings ; 

The sails are furl'd ; and anchoring round she swings : 

And gpitiiering loiterers on the land discern 

Her boat descending from the latticed stem. 100 

Tb maon'd — the oars keep concert to the strand, 

Till grates her keel upon the shallow sand. 

Hail to the welcome shout! — ^the friendly speech ! 

When hand grasps hand uniting on the beach ; 

The smile, the question, and the quick reply, 105 

And the heart's promise of fesdvity ! 

V. 

The tidings spread, and gathering grows the crowd: 
The hum of voices, and the laughter loud, 
And woman's gentler anxious tone is heard — 109 
Friends'— husbands'-^lovers' names in each dear word : 
*' Oh ! are they safe ? we ask not of success — 
^ But shall we see them ? will their accents bless ? 
'* From where the battle roars — the billows chafe-— 
^They doubtless boldly did<^but who are safe ? 
** Here let them haste to gladden and surprise, 115 
^ And kiss the doubt from these delighted eyes !" 

VI. 

*^Wh&re MS our chief? for him we beat t«^t\.— 
''Mid doubt that joy, which haUs out coiBaft%— ^w^.^ 
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<< Yet thus rincere — 'tis cheeriDg, though so brief: 

^ But, Juan ! histant guide us to our chief: ItO 

** Our greeting paid, we'U feast on our return, 

*' And all shall hear what each may wish to learn." 

Ascending slowly by the rock-hewn way, 

To where his watch-tower beetles o'er the bay, 

By bushy brake, and wild flowers blossoming, lf5 

And freshness breathing from each silver spring. 

Whose scatter'd streams from granite basins burst, 

Leap into tife, and sparkling woo your thirst; 

From crag to diff they mount — Near yonder cave, 

What lonely straggler looks along the wave ? ISO 

In pensive posture leaning on the brand, 

Not oft a resting-staff to that red hand ? 

" 'TIS he — 'tis Conrad — ^liere — as wont — alone ; 

" On — Juan ! on — and make our purpose known. 

*• The bark he views — and tell him we would greet 135 

" His ear with tidings he must quickly meet : 

'« We dare not yet approach — thou know'st his mood» 

^ When strange or uninvited steps intrude." 

VII. 

Him Juan sought, and told of their intent — 

He spake not — but a sign express'd assent. 140 

These Juan calls— they come — to their salute 

He bends him slightly, but his lips are mute. 

«' These letters, Chief, are from the Greek— the spy, 

" Who still proclaims our spoil or peril nigh : 
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^ Whate'er his tidings, we can well report, 145 

** Much that" — ^ Peace, peace !" — ^he cuts their prating 

short 
Wondering they turn, abash'd, while each to each 
Conjecture whispers in his muttering speech : 
They watch his glance with many a stealing look, 
To gather how that eye the tidings took ; 150 

Buty this as if he guess'd, with head aside, 
Perchance from some emotion, doubt, or pride, 
He read the scroll — ^^ My tablets, Juan, hark — 
•• Where b Gonsalvo ?" 

" In the anchor'd bark." 155 
** There let him stay — ^to him this order bear. 
** Back to your duty — ^for my course prepare : 
** Myself this enterprise to-night will share." 

•* To-night, Lord Conrad ?" 

<' Ay ! at set of sun : 160 
** The breeze will freshen when the day is done. 
** My corslet — cloak—- one hour — and we are gone. 
** Sling on thy bugle — see that free from rust, 
'* My carbine-lock springs worthy of my trust ; 
'^ Be the edge sharpen'd of my boarding-brand, 105 
*^ And give its guard more room to fit my hand. 
** This let the Armourer with, speed dispose ; 
^ Last time, it more fatigued my arm than foes : 
" Mark that the signal-gun be duly fired, 
^ To tell us when the hour of stay'^ ex^\T^«^ Vl^ 

H 2 



82 THE CORSAIR. canto i. 

VIII. 

They make obeisance, and retire in haste, 
Too soon to seek again the watery waste : 
Yet they repine not — so that Conrad guides, 
And who dare question aught that he decides ? 
That man of loneliness and mystery, 17ft 

Scarce seen to smile, and seldom heard to ^sigh ; 
Whose name appals the fiercest of his crew, 
And tints each swarthy cheek with sallower hue ; 
Still sways their souls with that commanding art 
That dazzles, leads, yet chills the vulgar heart. 180 
What is that spell, that thus his lawless train 
Confess and envy, yet oppose in vain ? 
What should it be ? that thus their faith can bind ? 
The power of Thought — the magic of the Mind ! 
Link'd with success, assumed and kept with skill, 185 
That moulds another's weakness to its will ; 
Wields with their hands, but, still to these unknown. 
Makes even their mightiest deeds appear his own. 
Such hath it been — shall be — beneath the sun 
The many still must labour for the one ! 190 

'Tis Nature's doom — but let the wretch who toils. 
Accuse not, hate not him who wears the spoils. 
Oh ! if he knew the weight of splendid chains, 
How light the balance of his humbler pains ! 

IX. 

Unlike the heroes of eacli ancient t^l^.^, v*^"-^ 

tODS in act, but God s at least in iACft> 
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In CoDrad's form seems little to admire. 

Though his dark eye-brow shades a glaoce of fire : 

Robust but not Herculean — to the sight 

No giant frame sets forth his common height ; SOO 

Tet, in the whole, who paused to look again, 

Saw more than marks the crowd of vulgar men ; 

Tbesy gaze and marvel how — and still confess 

That thus it is, but why they cannot guess. 

Sun-burnt his cheek, his forehead high and pale 205 

The sable curls in wild profusion veil ; 

And oft perforce his rising lip reveals , 

The haughtier thought it curbs, but scarce conceals. 

Though smooth his voice, and calm his general mien, 

Still seems there something he would nothaveseen : SIO 

His features' deepening lines and varying hue 

At limes attracted, yet perplex'd the view, 

As if within that murkiness of mind 

Work'd feelings fearful, and yet undefined ; 

Such might it be — that none could truly tell — 215 

Too close inquiry his stem glance would quell. 

There breathe but few whose aspect might defy 

The full encounter of his searching eye : 

He had the skill, when Gunning's gaze would seek 

To probe his heart and watch his changing cheek, S20 

At once the observer's purpose to espy, 

And on himself roll back his scrutiny, 

Lest he to Conrad rather should betray 

Some secret thought, than drag t\ial c\i\^rtk\si ^vj* 
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There was a laughing Devfl in his sneer, 8i5 

That raised emotions both of rage and fear ; 
And where his frown of hatred darkly fell, 
Hope withering fled — and Mercy sigh'd farewell ! 

X. 

Slight are the outward signs of evil thought, 
Within — ^within — 'twas there the spirit wrought! tSO 
LoYe shows all changes — Hate, Ambition, Guile» 
Betray no further than the bitter smile ; 
The lipV least curl, the lightest paleness thrown 
Along the govem*d aspect, speak alone 
Of deeper passions ; and to judge their mien, fd5 
He, who would see, must be himself unseen. 
Then — ^with the hurried tread, the upward eye, 
The clenched hand, the pause of agony, 
That listens, starting, lest the step too near 
Approach intrusive on that mood of fear: £40 

Then — with each feature working from the heart. 
With feelings loosed to strengthen — not depart: 
That rise — convulse — contend— that freeze, or glow, 
Flush in the cheek, or damp upon the brow ; 
Then— Stranger ! if thou canst* and tremblest not) 245 
Behold his soul — ^the rest that soothes his lot ! 
Mark— how that lone and blighted bosom sears 
The scathing thought of execrated years ! 
Behold— but who hath seen, or e'er shall see, 
Man as himself— the secret spirit free ? £50 
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XI. 

Yet was not Conrad thus by Nature sent 

To lead the ^Ity — guilt's worst instrument — 

ffis soul was changed, before his deeds had driven 

Him forth to war with man and forfeit heaven. 

Warp'd by the world in Disappointment's school, £55 

In words too wise, in conduct there a fool ; 

Too firm to yield, and far too proud to stoop, 

Doom'd by his very virtues for a dupe, 

He cursed those virtues as the cause of ill, 

And not the traitors who betray'd him still ; 860 

Nor deem'd that gifts bestow'd on better men 

Had left him joy, and means to give again. 

Fear'd*—8hunn'd— belied— ere youth had lost her force, 

He hated man too much to feel remorse, 

And thought the voice of wrath a sacred call, S65 

To pay the injuries of some on all. 

He knew himself a villain — ^but he deem'd 

The rest no better than the thing he seera'd ; 

And scom'd the best as hypocrites who hid 

Those deeds the bolder spirit plainly did. 270 

He knew himself detested, but he knew 

The hearts that loath'dhim, crouch'd and dreaded too. 

Lone, vrild, and strange, he stood alike exempt 

From all affection and from all contempt : 

His name could sadden, and his acts surprise ; 275 

But they that fear'd him dared not to despise : 
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Man spurns the worm, but pauses ere he wake 

The slumbering venom of the folded snake : 

The first may turn— but not avenge the blow ; 

The last expires— but leaves no living foe ; £80 

Fast to the doom'd offender's form it clings. 

And he may crush — ^not conquer— stiU it stings! 

xn. 

None are all evil — qmckenlng round his heart, 

One softer feeling would not yet depart ; 

Oft could he sneer at others as beguiled S8& 

By passions worthy of a fool or child ; 

Yet Against that passion vsdnly still he 8trove« 

And even in him it asks the name of Love ! 

Yes. it was love— unchangeable— unchanged, 

Felt but for one from whom he never ranged ; 290 

Though fairest captives daily met his eye, 

He shunned, nor sought, but coldly pass'd them by ; 

Though many a beauty droop'd in prisoned bower. 

None ever soothed his most unguarded hour. 

Yes— it was Love — if thoughts of tenderness, 295 

Tried in temptation, strengthened by distress, 

Unmov'd by absence, firm in every clime. 

And yet — Oh more than all l—untired by time ; 

Which nor defeated hope, nor baffled wile, 

Could render sullen were she ne'er to smile, 900 

Nor rage could fire, nor sickness fret to vent 

On her one murmur of his discontent ; 
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(tin would meet with joy, with cahnoess part, 

it his look of grief should reach her heart ; 

ou^t removed, nor menaced to remove— 805 

be love in mortals— this was love ! 

a villain— ay— reproaches shower 

-but not the passion, nor its power, 

•nly proved, all other virtues gone, 

t itself could quench this loveliest one ! 810 

xin. 

id a moment— till his hastening men 
le first winding downward to the glen. 
I tidings !~many a peril have I past, 
ow I why this next appears the last ! 
ny heart forebodes, but must not fear, 81 5 
ill my followers find me falter here, 
h to meet, but surer death to wait 
e they hunt us to undoubted fate ; 
my plan but hold, and Fortune smile, 
umish mourners for our funeral-pile. 820 
them slumber— peaceful be their dreams ! 
i'er awoke them with such brilliant beams 
ie high to-night (but blow, thou breeze !) 
m these slow avengers of the seas. 
Medora— Oh ! my sinking heart, 82& 

ay her own be lighter than thou art ! 
I brave— mean boast where all are brave ! 
tects sting for aught they seek to save. 
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** This common courage which with brutes we sbst 

« That owes its deadliest efforts to despair, 9& 

" Small merit claims— l>ut *twas my nobler hope 

'* To teach my few with nmnbers still to cope ; 

'* Long have I led them— not to vainly bleed : 

** No medium now— we perish or succeed ! 

*< So let it be—it irks not me to die ; SS 

" But thus to urge them whence they cannot fly. 

" My lot hath long had little of my care, 

*^ But chafes my pride thus baffled in the snare .- 

^ Is this my skill ? my craft ? to set at last 

** Hope, power, and life, upon a single cast ? 84 

** Oh, Fate!— accuse thy folly, not thy fate— 

** She may redeem thee still— nor yet toalate." 

XIV. 

Thus with himself communion held he, till 
He reachM the summit of his tOwer-crown'd hill : 
There at the portal paused— for wild and soft ^ 
He heard those accents never heard top oft ; 
Through the high lattice far yet sweet they rung, 
And these the notes his bird of beauty sun|;«T 

1. 

« Deep in my soul that tender secret dwells, 
Lonely and lost to light for evermore, 8 

Save when to tlune my heart responsive swells, 
Then trembles into silence as before. 
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S. 

*^ There, in iti centre, a sepulchral lamp 
Bums tlie slow flame, eternal — but unseen ; 

Whidi not the darkness of despair can damp, 855 
Though vadn its ray as it had never been. 

3. 

^ Remember me — Oh ! pass not thou my grave 
Without one thought whose relics there recline : 

The only pang my bosom dare not brave, 
Must be to find forgetfulness in thine. 360 

• 

4. 

** My fondest — faintest — latest — accents hear : 
Grief for the dead not Virtue can reprove ; 

Then ^ve me all I ever ask'd — a tear, 
The first — last — sole reward of so much love !" 

He j^'d the pprtl^— cross'd the corridore, 365 

And lieach'd ti^^^mmber as the straun gave o'er : 
** My own Medora ! sure thy song is sad—" 

^ In Conrad's absence wouldst thou have it glad ? 

** Without thine ear to listen to my lay, 

" Still must my song my thoughts, my soul betray: 370 

" StiU must each accent to my bosom suit, 

" My heart unhush'd — although my lips were mute ! 

** Oh! many a night on this lone couch reclined^ 

**Mxdnaming fear with storms hathVm^^VhftVwA^ 

VOL» II. I 
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« And deem'd the breath that faintly fann'd thy safl 

^ The murmiiriiig prelude of the ruder gale ; 87ft 

** Though soft, it seem'd the low prophetic dirge, - 

I* That moum'd thee floatiog on the savage surge: 

^ Still would I rise to rouse the beacoa fire, 

** Lest spies less true should let the blase expire ; 880 

^ And many a restless hour outwatch'd each star, 

^ And morning came — and still thou wert afar. 

** Oh ! how the chill blast on my bosom blew, 

** And day broke dreary on my troubled view, 

*^ And still I gazed and gazed — and not a prow 885 

** Was granted to my tears — my truth — my vow ! 

** At length — 'twas noon — I hail'd and blest the mast 

** That met my sight — it near'd — Alas ! it past ! 

*^ Another came — Oh God ! 'twas thine at last! . 395 

" Would that those days were over ! wilt thou ne'er, 

** My Conrad ! learn the joys of peace to share ? 

'* Sure thou hlist more than wealth, and many a home 

** As bright as this invites us not to roam : 

<* Thou know'st it is not peril that I fear, 

<< I only tremble when thou art not here ; S95 

'* Then not for mine, but that far dearer life, 

" Which flies from love and languishes for strife — 

^ How strange that heart, to me so tender still, 

'' Should war with nature and its better will !" 899 

^ Yea, strange indeed — ^that heart hath long been 

** changed ; 
' Worm'like 'twas trampled— addeT-\ike avenged; 
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**^ Without one hope on earth beyond thy love, 

^ And scarce a glimpse of mercy from above. 

" Tettfae same feeling which thou dost condemn, 

'* My very love to thee is hate to them, 405 

** So closely nungling here, that (Usentwined, 

^ I cease to love thee when I love mankind : 

** Yet dread not this — ^the proof of ail the past 

*^ Assures the future that my love will last ; 

** But — Oh, Medora ! nerve thy gentler heart, 410 

" Thb hour again — but not for long — ^we part." 

** This hour we part ! — my heart foreboded this : 

" Thus ever fade my fairy dreams of bliss. 

** Tlus hour — ^it cannot be — ^this hour away ! 

** Ton bark hath hardly anchor'd in the bay : 415 

" Her consort still is absent, and her crew 

* Have need of rest before they toil anew ; 

" My love ! thou mock'st my weakness ; and would'st 

** steel 
** My breast before the time when it must feel ; 

* But trifle now no more with my distress, 426 
** Such mirth' hath less of play than bitterness. 

** Be silent, Conrad ! — dearest ! come and share 
^ The feast these hands delighted to prepare ; 
** Light toil ! to cull and dress thy frugal fare ! 
** See, I have pluck'd the fruit that promised best, 425 
** And were not sure, perplex'd, but pleased, I guess'd 
** At such as seemM the fairest : thrice the hill 
** Mjgteps bare wound to try the coo\eilTiSi\ 
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** Yes ! thy Sherbet to-night will sweetly flow, 

^ See how it sparkles in its vase of snow ! 4S0 

" The grapes' gay juice thy bosom never cheers; 

** Thou more than Moslem when the cup appears : 

** Think not I mean to chide — ^for I rejoice 

" What others deem a penance is thy choice. 

*^ But come, the board is spread ; our ^ver lamp 455 

^* Is trinun'd, and heeds not the Sirocco's damp : 

^ Then shall my handmaids while the time along, 

'^ And join with me the dance, or wake the song ; 

" Or my guitar, which still thou lov'st to hear, 

^ Shall soothe or lull-— or, should it vex thine ear 440 

'< We'll turn the tale, by Ariosto told, 

*' Of fair Olympia loved and left of old. (1) 

" Why— thou wert worse than he who broke his vow 

** To that lost damsel, shouldst thou leave me now ; 

** Or even that traitor chief— I've seen thee smile, 445 

" When the clear sky showed Ariadne's Isle, 

'^ Which I have pointed from these cliflTs the while : 

'* And thus, half sportive, half in fear, I said, 

" Lest Time should raise that doubt to more than 

dread, 
** Thus Conrad, too, will quit me for the main : 450 
" And he deceived me — for — ^he came again !" 

** Again— again— and oft again— my love ! 

^ If there be life below, and hope above, 

•* He will return — but now, the moments bring 

^ The time of parting with TedouVAfedW\cv%\ ^^^ 
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** Thewhy— the where— what boots it now to teU? 
^' Since all must end in that wild word— fiureweil ! 
'^ Tet would I fain--did time allow— disclose — 
*' Fear not— these are no formidable foes ; 
** And here shall watch a more than wonted guard, 460 
** For sudden uege and long defence prepared: 
^ Nor be thou lonely— though thy lord's away, 
*( Our matrons and thy handmaids with thee stay ; 
** And this thy comfort— that, when next we meet 
** Security shall make repose more sweet : 465 

** List !— 'tis the bugle— Juan shrilly blew — 
" One kiss — one more — another— Oh ! Adieu !" 
She rose— 4he sprung — she clung to his embrace* 

> Till his heart heaved beneath her hidden face. 

jjl: Bi dared not raise to his that deep blue eye> 470 

Which downcast droop'd in tearless agony. 

Her long fair hair lay floating o'er his arms> 

In all the wildness of dishevelPd charms ; 

Scarce beat that bosom where his inuige dwelt 

So full — that feeling seemed almost unfelt ! 475 

Hark — ^peals the thunder of the signal-gun ! 

It told twas sunset — and he curs'd that sun. 

Again — again — that form he madly prese'd, 

Which mutely clasp'd imploringly caress'd \ 

And tottering to the couch his bride he bore, 480 

One moment gazed — ^as if to gaze no more ; 

Felt — ^that for him earth held but her alone* 

IQssM her cold forehead — tum'd — ^is Conrad gone ? 

I£ 
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XV. 

^ Aii4 ii he gone !"— on sudden iM^litude 

IIow /l>ft that fearful question will intrude ! 485 

^ Twas but an instant past — and here he stood ! 

^ And now** — ^without the portal's porch she rush'd, 

And then at length her tears in freedom gush'd ; 

Big— bright— and fast, unknown to her they fell ; 

But still her lips refused to send — '* Farewell !" 490 

For in that word — ^that fatal word — ^howe'er 

We promise — hope — believe — there breathes despair. 

O'er every feature of that still, pale feice, 

Had sorrow fix'd what tinae can ne'er erase : 

The tender blue of that large loving eye 49^ 

Grew frozen with its gaze on vacancy. 

Till — Ob, how far ! — ^it caught a glimpse of him, 

And then it flow'd — and phrensied seem'd to swim 

Through those long, dark, and glistening lashes dew'd 

With drops of sadness oft to be renew'd. 500 

" He's gone !" — against her heart lliat hand is driven, 

Convulsed and quick — then gently raised to heaven ; 

She look'd and saw the heaving of the main ; 

The white sail set — she dared not look again ; 

But turn'd with sickening soul within the gate — 500 

** It is no dream — and I am desolate !" 

XVI. 

From crag to crag descending — swiftly sped 
Stem Conrad down, nor once he turu'd his Lead : 
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Butdmink whenever ihit windings of his way 

Forced on liis eye what he would not sunrey, 510 

His lone, but lovely dwelling on the steep, 

!nMt hail'd him first when homeward from the deep : 

And she — the dim and melancholy star, 

Whose ray of beauty reach'd him from afar. 

On her he must not gaze, he must not think, 51& 

There he might rest — but on Destruction's brink : 

Yet once almost he stopp'd — and nearly gave 

His fate to chance, his projects to the wave ; 

But no — ^it must not be — a worthy chief 

May melt, but not betray to woman's grief. 529 

He sees his bark, he notes how fair the wind. 

And sternly gathers all his might of mind : 

Again he hurries on—and as he hears 

The clang of tumult vibrates on his ears, 

The busy sounds, the bustle of the shore, 525 

The shout, the signal, and the dashing oar ; 

As marks his eye the seaboy on the mast. 

The anchors rise, the sails unfurling fast. 

The wanng 'kerchiefs of the crowd that urge 

That mute adieu to those who stem the surge ; 530 

And more than all, his blood-red flag aloft, 

He marvell'd how his heart could seem so soft. 

Fire in his glance, and wildness in his breast, 

He feels of all his former self possest ; 

He bounds— he flies— until his footsteps reach 535 

The verge where ends the cliff, begins the beach, 
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There checks lus speed; but pauses less to bretttfae 

The breezy freshness of the deep beneath, 

Then there his wonted statelier step renew ; 

Nor rush, disturb'd by haste, to yulgar view : 540 

For well had Conrad leam'd to curb the crowd. 

By arts that veil, and oft presenre the proud ; 

His was the lofty port, the distant mien, 

That seems to shun the aght— and awes if seen : 

The solemn aspect, and the high-born eye, 545 

That checks low mirth, but lacks not courtesy ; 

All these he wielded to command assent: 

But where he wish'd to win, so well unbent, 

That kindness cancell'd fear in those who heard. 

And other's gifts show'd mean beside his word, 550 

When echo'd to the heart as from his own 

His deep yet tender melody of tone : 

But such was foreign to his wonted mood, 

He cared not what be soften'd, but subdued ; 

The evil passions of his youth had made 555 

Him value less who loved— than what obey'd. 

xvn. 

Around him mustering ranged his ready guard. 
Before him Juan stands—'^ Are all prepared ?" 

" They are — ^nay more — embarked : the latest boat 

« Waits but my chief " 560 

" My s^ord, and my capote." 
Soon drmHy girded on, and lightly slung, 
Hja belt and cioak were o'er bis sViouX^w^ ^>mv^\ 
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**Call Pedro here!" He eomes^and Conrad bendi. 
With all the courtesy he deign'd his friends ; 56i 
^ Receive these tablets, and peruse with care, 
** Words of high trust and truth are graven there ; 
** Double the guard,. and when Anselmo's bark 
^ Arrives, let him alike these orders mark : 
*^ In three days (serve the breeze) the sun shall shine 
** On our return— till then all peace be thine !" 570 
This said, his brother Pirate's band he wrung, 
Then to his boat with haughty gesture sprung. 
Flashed the dipt oars, and sparkling with the stroke. 
Around the waves* phof^horic(2)br]ghtne8s broke ; 571^ 
^ey gain the vessd—^n the deck he stands, 
Shrieks the shrill whistle— ply the busy hands^ 
He marks how well the ship her helm obeys. 
How gallant all her crew— and deigns to praise. 
His eyes of pride to young Gonsalvo turn — 580 
Why doth he start* and inly seem to mourn ? 
Alas ! those eyes beheld his rocky tower. 
And live a moment o'er the parting hour ; 
She — his Medora— did she mark the prow ? 
Ah ! never loved he half so much as now ! 585 

But much must yet be done ere dawn of day^— 
Again he mans himself and turns away ; 
Down to the cabin with Gonsalvo bends. 
And there unfolds his plan— his means— and ends ; 
Before them bums the lamp, and spreads the chart, 
And all that speaks and aids the naval art ; 59t 
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They to the midiiight watch protraet debtte ; 

Td ennoin eyes what hour fe ever ble? 

Mean time, the steady breese serenely Mew, 

And fast and Falcon-like the ressel flew ; 595 

Pass'd the high headlands of each dnstering isle, 

To gain thdr port— long— long ere morning smile : 

And soon the night-glass throu^ the narrow bay 

DiscoT«rs where the Pacha's galleys lay. 

Count tiiey each sail— and maik how there supine 000 

l%e lights in vain o^er heedless Moslem shine. 

Secure, unnoted, Conrad's prow pass'd by. 

And anchor'd where his ambush meant to lie ; 

Screen'd firom esjHal by the jutting ci^ie. 

That rears on high its rude fantastic riiape. 605 

Then rose lus band to duty— not from sleep — 

Equipp'd for deeds alike on land or deep ; 

While lean'd their leader o'er the fretting flood, 

And calmly talk'd— and yet he talk'd of blood ! 
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«* CoooMtite i dabiosi desiri !** 

Dahtb 



1. 

IN Coronas bay floats many a Galley light, 610 

Throu^ Coron's lattices the lamps are bright, 
For Seydy the Pacha, makes a feast to-night : 
A feast for promised triumph yet to come, 
When he shall drag the fetter'd Rovers home ; 
This hath he sworn by Alia and his sword, 615 

And fidthful to his firman and his word, 
His summon'd prows Collect along the coast, 
And great the gathering crews, and loud the boast ; 
Already shared the captives and the prize, 
Thou^ (ar the distant foe they thus despise ; 620 
Tis but to sail— no doubt to-morrow's Sun 
Will see the Pirates bound — their haven won ! 
Mean time the watch may slumber, if they will^ 
If or only wake to war, but dreaming kiU. 
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Though all, who can, disperse on shore and seek 625 

To flesh their glowing valour on the Greek ; 

How well such deed becomes the turban*d brave— > 

To bare the sabre's edge before a slave ! 

Infest his dwelling — ^but forbear to slay, 

Their arms are strong, yet merciful to-day, 680 

And do not deign to smite because they may i 

Unless some gay caprice suggests the blow. 

To keep in practice for the coming foe. 

Revel and rout the evening hours beguile, 

And they who wish to wear a head must smile ; 6S5 

For Moslem mouths produce their choicest cheer. 

And hoard their curses, till the coast is clear. 

n. 

High in his hall reclines the turban^d Seyd ; 
Around — the bearded chiefs he came to lead. 
Removed the banquet, and the last pilaff— 640 

Forbidden draughts, 'tis said, he dared to quafl^ 
Though to the rest the sober berry's juice, (3) 
The slaves bear round for rigid Moslem's use ; 
The long Chibouque's (4) dissolving cloud supply, 
While dance the Almas (5) to wild minstrelsy. 645 
The rising mom will view the chiefs embark ; 
But waves are somewhat treacherous in the dark : 
And revellers may more securely sleep 
On silken couch than o'er the rugged deep ; 
Feast there who can — nor combat till they must, 650 
4nil /essJi^Miquest than to KoT;jit\^\,T\3&\.\ 
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And yet the numbers crowded in his host 
Might warrant more than even the Pacha's boast. 

III. 

With cautious reverence from the outer gate, 

Slow stalks the slave, whose office there to wait, 650 

Bows his bent head*-his hand salutes the floor, 

Ere yet his tongue the trusted tidings bore : 

^ A -captive Dervise, from the pirate's nest 

*^Escap'd, is here — ^lumself would tell the rest" 

He took the sign from Seyd's assenting eye, 669 

And led the holy man in silence nigh. 

His arms were folded on his dark-green vest, 

His step was feeble, and his look deprest ; 

Tet worn he seem'd of hardship more than years 

And^ pale his cheek vnih penance, not from fears. 665 

Yow'd to his God — his sable locks he wore, 

And these his lofty cap rose proudly o'er : 

Around his form his loose long robe was thrown, 

And wrapt a breast bestow'd on heaven alone ; 

Submissive, yet with self-possession mann'd, 670" 

He calmly met the curious eyes that scann'd ; 

And question of his coming fain would seek,. 

Before the Pacha's will allow'd to speak. 



roL» II. 
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IV. 

" Wh^ce coro'st thou, Dervise ?" 

^^ From the outlaw's den, 675 

" A fugitive — " 

**Thy capture where and when?** 
^' From Scalanova^s port to Scio's isle, 
^' The Saick was bound ; but Alia did not smile 
''Upon our course — ^the Moslem merchant's gains 
" The Rovers won : our limbs have worn their chains. 
'' I had no death to fear, nor wealth to boast, 681 

*' Beyond the wandering freedom which I lost ; 
^' At length a fisher's humble boat by night 
" Afforded hope, and offeHd chance of flight : 
'^ I seized the hour, and find my safety here — 685 
" With thee — most mighty Pacha ! who can fear?" 

'^ How speed the outlaws ? stand they well prepared, 
" Their plunder'd wealth, and robber's rock, to guard ? 
" Dream they of this our preparation, doom'd 
" To view with fire their scorpion nest consumed ?" 690 

*< Pacha ! the fetter'd captive's mourning eye 

'* That weeps for flight, but ill can play the spy ; 

" I only heard the reckless waters roar, 

" Those waves that would not bear me from the shore ; 

" I only mark'd the glorious sun and sky, 6S5 

'*Too bright — too blue— -for my captivity; 



CANTO II. THE CORSAIR. 105 

** And felt— that all which Freedom's bosom cheers, 
^ Must break my chain before it dried my tears. 
''This may'st thou judge, at least, from my escape, 
^ They little deem of aught in peril's shape ; 700 
" Else vainly had I pray'd or sought the chance 
^ That leads me here — ^if eyed with vigilance : 
'< The careless guard that did not see me fly, 
" May watch as idly when thy power is nigh : 
** Pacha ! — ^my limbs are faint — and nature craves 705 
** Food for my hunger, rest from tossing waves ; 
** Permit my absence— peace be with thee ! Peace 
** With all around !— now grant repose— release.** 

''Stay, Dervbe ! I have more to question — stay, 
" I do command thee — sit — dost hear ?— obey ! 710 
"More I must ask, and food the slaves shall bring ; 
"Thou shalt not pine where all are banqueting: 
•The supper done — ^prepare thee to reply, 
"Clearly and full — ^I love not mystery." 

Twere vain to guess what shook the pious man, 715 
Who look'd not lovingly on that Divan ; 
Nor show'd high relish for the banquet prest^ 
And less respect for every fellow guest 
'Twas but a moment's peevish hectic past 
Along his cheek, and tranquillized as fast: 7£<| 

He sate him down in silence, and his look 
Resumed the calmness which before forsook; 
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The feut wu usher'd in — but aumptuoui fare 
U« Bhunn'd an if Bome poison mingled there. 
For one so long coademn'd to toil and fast, 
Hethinks he strangelf spares the rich repast 
" What ails thee, Dervise ? eat — doit thou luppo 
"This feast a Christian's? or mj friends thy foes 
"Why dostthoushun the salt? that sacred pledge 
" Which, ODce partaken, blunts the sabre's edge, 
" Makes even contending tribes in peace unite, 
" And hated hosts seem brethren to the sight 1" 

" SaltseasoDB dainties — and mj food is still 
" The humblest root, my drink the dmplest rill ; 
"And my stem vow and order'B(6)lBW8 oppose 
"To break or mingle bread with friends or foes ; 
" It may seem strange — If there be sught to dreai 
"That peril rests upon my single head ; 
"But for thy sway— nay more — thy Sultan's thro] 
« 1 taste nor bread nor banquet — sare alone ; 
" infringed our order's rule, the Prophet's rage 
" To Mecca's dome might bar my pilgrimage." 

" Well— as thou wilt — ascetic as thou art— 
" One question answer ; then in peace depart. 
"How many? — Ha! it cannot sure be day? 
" What star — what sun is bursting on the bay ? 
" It shines a lake of ftre ! — away—away ! 
"Ho! treachery! my guards! my scimitar! 
" The galleys feed the flames — and I afar I 
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*' Accursed Dervise! — these thy tidings— «thou 750 
"Some villain spy— seize— cleave him— slay him now !" 

Up rose the Dervise with that burst of light, 
Nor less his change of form appall'd the sight : 
Up rose that Dervise — not in saintly garb, 
But like a warrior bounding on his barb, 755 

Dash'd his high cap, and tore his robe away- 
Shone his mail'd breast, and flash'd his sabre's ray ! 
His close but glittering casque, and sable plume. 
More glittering eye, and black brow's sabler gloom. 
Glared on the Moslems' eyes some ACnt sprite, 760 
Whose demon death-blow left no hope for fight. 
The wild confusion, and the swarthy glow 
Of flames on high, and torches from below ; 
The shriek of terror, and the mingling yell — 
For swords began to clash, and shouts to swell, 765 
Flung o'er that spot of earth the air of hell ! 
Distracted) to and fro, the flying slaves 
Behold but bloody shore and fiery waves ; 
Nought heeded they the Pacha's angry cry, 
They seize that Dervise !-— seize on Zatanai ! (7) 770 
lie saw their terror — check'd the first despair 
That urged him but to stand and perish there, 
Since far too early and too well obeyed, 
The flame was kindled ere the signal made ; 
He saw their terror — from his baldric drew 775 

His bugle — brief the blast — but shrilly blew, 
'Tis answer'd — " Well ye speed, my gallant crew ! 

K 2 
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^ Why did I doubt their quickness of career ? 

*' And deem design had left me single here ?'* 

Sweeps his long arm — that sabre^s whirling sway, 780 

Sheds fast atonement for its first delay ; 

Completes his fury, what their fear begun, 

And makes the many basely quail to one. 

The cloven turbans o*er the chamber spread, 

And scarce an arm dare rise to guard its head : 785 

Even Seyd, convulsed, o'erwhelra'd vrith rage, surprise. 

Retreats before him, though he sdll defies. 

No craven he — and yet he dreads the blow. 

So much Confusion magnifies his foe ! 

His blazing galleys still distract his sight, 790 

He tore his beard, and foaming fled the fight; (8) 

For now the pirates passM the Haram gate. 

And burst within — and it were death to wait; 

Where wild Amazement shrieking — kneeling — throws 

The sword aside — in vain — the blood o'erflows ! 795 

The Corsairs pouring, haste to where within. 

Invited Conrad's bugle, and the din 

Of groaning victims, and wild cries for life, 

Proclaim'd how well he did the work of strife. 

They shout to find him grim and lonely there, 800 

A glutted tyger mangling in his lair ! 

But short their greeting— -shorter his reply — 

" 'Tis well — but Seyd escapes — and he must die. 

" Much hath been done — but more remains to do — 

" Their galleys blaze— why not their city too ?" 805 



\ 
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V. 

le word — ^they seized him each a torch, 
B dome from minaret to porch, 
ight was fix'd in Conrad's eye, 
sunk — for on his ear the cry 
struck, and like a deadly knell 810 

that heart unmoved hy battle's yell. 
St the Haram — wrong not on your liyes 
le form — remember — ire have wives, 
such outrage Vengeance will repay ; 
or foe, and such 'tis ours to slay : 8 Id 

re spared-— must spare the weaker prey. 
;got— but Heaven will not forgive 
rord the helpless cease to live ; 
ho will — I go — we yet have time 
to lighten of at least a crime." 820 

he crackling stair — he bursts the door^ 
is feet glow scorching with the floor ; 
choak'd gasping with the volumed smoke, 
m room to room his way he broke. 
h — they find — they save : with lusty arms 
a prize of unregarded charms ; 826 

loud fears ; sustain their sinking frames 
e care defenceless beauty claims : 
lid Conrad tame their fiercest mood, 
the very hands with gore imbnicd. 8^0 
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But who is she ? whom Conrad's armsconyey 
From reeking pile and combat's wreck — away — 
Who but the love of him he dooms to bleed ? 
The Haram queen — but still the slave of Seyd ! 

VI. 

Brief time had Conrad now to greet Gulnare, (9) 8S5 

Few words to reassure the trembling fair ; 

For in that pause compassion snatch'd from war. 

The foe before retiring, fast and far, 

With wonder saw their footsteps unpursued, 

First slowlicr fled — ^then rallied — ^then withstood. 840 

This Seyd perceives, then first perceives how few, 

Compared with his, the Corsair's roving crew. 

And l)lushes o'er his error, as he eyes 

The ruin wrought by panic and surprise. 

Alia il Alia ! Vengeance swells the cry — 84ii 

Shame mounts to rage that must atone or die ! 

And flame for flamo and blood for blood must tell. 

The tide of triumph ebbs that flow'd too well — 

When wrath returns to renovated strife, 

And those who fought for conquest strike for life. 850 

Conrad beheld the danger — he beheld 

His followers faint by freshening foes repcll'd : 

*' One effort — one — to break the circling host !" 

They form — unite — charge — waver — all is lost I 

Within a narrower ring compressed, beset, 855 

Hopeless, not heartless, strive and struggle yet — 

All ! now they fight in firmest file no more, 

} iCB^Mft:— cut ofl*— cleft down — and trampled o'er : 
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But each strikes singly, silently, and home^ 
And sinks outwearied rather than o'ercome, t60 
His last faint quittance rendering with his breath, 
Till the blade glimmere in the grasp of death ! 

vn. 

But first, ere came the rallybg host to Mows, 
And rank to rank, and hand to hand oppose, 
Gtilnare and all her Haram handmaids freed, 86^ 
Safe in the dome of one who held th«nr creed, 
By Conrad's mandate safely were bestow'd. 
And dried those tears for life and fame that flow'd : 
And when that dark-eyed lady, young Gulnare, 
Recalled those thoughts late wandering in despair, 870 
Much did she marvel o'er the courtesy 
That smoothed his accents ; soften'd in his eye : 
Twas strange — thai robber thus with gore bedew'd, 
Seem'd gentler then than Seyd in fondest mood. 
The Pacha woo'd as if he deem'd the slave 875 

Must seem delighted with the heart he gave ; 
The Corsair vow'd protection, soothed affright, 
As if his homage were a woman's right. 
^ The wish is wrong — nay worse for female— vain : 
^ Tet much I long to view that chief again ; 880 
" If but to thank for, what my fear forgot, 
** The life — my loving lord remember'd not !" 

vra. 

And him she saw, where thickest carnage spread, 
But gather'd breathing from the hap^leT d»s.d; 
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Far from his band, and battling with a host :885 

That deem right dearly won the field he lost, 
Fell'd — bleeding — baffled of the death he sought. 
And snatch'd to expiate all the ills he wrought; 
Preserved to linger and to live in vain, 
While Vengeance ponder'd o^er new plans of pain, 890 
And stanch'd the blood she saves to shed agun— 
But drop by drop, for Seyd's unglutted eye 
Would doom him ever dying — ne'er to die ! 
Can tins be he ? triumphant late she saw, 
When his red hand's wild gesture waved, a law ! 895 
Tis he indeed — disarm'd but undeprest, 
His sole regret the life he still possest ; 
His wounds too slight, though taken with that will, 
Which would have kiss'd the hand that then could kill. 
Oh were there none, of all the many given, 900 

To send his soul — he scarcely ask'd to heaven ? 
Must he alone of all retain his breath, 
Who more than all had striven and struck for death? 
He deeply felt — what mortal hearts must feel. 
When thus reversed on faithless fortune's wheel, 905 
For crimes committed, and the victor's threat 
Of lingering tortures to repay the debt — 
He deeply, darkly felt ; but evil pride 
That led to perpetrate — now serves to hide. 
Still in his stern and self-collected mien 910 

A conqueror's more tlian captive's air is seen. 
Though faint with wasting toil and stiffening wound, 
But few that saw — so ca\m\y %dzft^ ^i«)miA\ 
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;h the far shouting of the dbtant crowd, 
terrors o'er, rose uisolently loud, 915 

etter warriors who beheld him near, 
id not the foe who taught them fear ; 
le grim guards that to his durance led, 
ice eyed him with a secret dread. 

IX. 

eech was sent — but not in mercy— there 9S0 
te how much the life yet left could bear ; 
ind enough to load with heaviest chain, 
romise feeling for the wrench of pain : 
>rrow — yea — to-morrow's eyening sun 
nking see impalement's pangs begun, 9i^5 

sing with the wonted blush of mom 
{ how well or ill those pangs are borne, 
ments this the longest and the worst, 
adds all other agony to thirst, 
jay by day death still forbears to slake, 9S9 
famish'd vultures flit around the stake, 
water— water !"— smUing Hate denies 
ctim's prayer-<^for if he drinks— 4ie dies* 
as his doom :— the Leech, the guard were gone, 
ft proud Conrad fetter'd and alone. 98& 

X. 

▼ain to paint to what his feelings grew — 
were doubtful if their victim knew. 

w M wnr, a cbaoB of the n^ndi 

flii9 e/emenU eonTulM&— <oiDUbift&— 
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Lie dark and jarring with perturbed force, i 

And gnashing with impenitent Remone ; 
Tiiat juggUng fiend— who never spake before— 
But cries, '< I warned thee !" when the deed is o'ei 
Vain voice ! the spirit burning but unbent, 
May writhe — rebel— the weak alone repent ! i 
Even in that lonely hour when most it feels, 
And, to itself, all — all that self reveals. 
No single pasuon, and no ruling thought 
That leaves the rest as once unseen, unsought; 
But the wild prospect when the soul reviews— i 
All rushing through their thousand avenues. 
Ambition's dreams expiring, love's regret. 
Endangered glory, life itself beset ; 
The joy untasted, the contempt or hate 
'Gainst those who fain would triumph in our fate ; i 
The hopeless past, the hasting future driven 
Too quickly on to guess if hell or heaven ; 
Deeds, thoughts, and words, perhaps remember'd 
So keenly till that hour, but ne'er forgot ; 
Things light or lovely in their acted time, 
But now to stem reflection each a crime ; 
The withering sense of evil unreveal'd, 
Not cankering less because the more conceal'd— > 
All, in a word, from which all eyes must start, 
That opening sepulchre — the naked heart 
Bares with its buried woes, till Pride awake, 
To snatch the mirror from the soul — and break. 
Ajr—^Pride cjeui veil, and Co\Maf5<ftVww^\\.^ 
All — all — before—- beyond-^tke d»^<d!&e!&X. Vsi^« 
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Each hath some fear, and he who least hetFays, 970 

The only hypocrite deserving praise : 

Not the loud recreant wretch who boasts and flies ; 

But he who looks on death — and silent dies. 

So steel'd by pondering o'er his far career, 

He halfway meets him should he menace near ! 975 

XL 

In the high chamber of his highest tower, 

Sate Conrad, fetter'd in the Pacha's power. 

His palace perish'd in the flame — this fort 

Contain'd at once his captive and his court. 

Not much could Conrad of his sentence blame, 980 

His foe, if vanquished, but had shared the same : — 

Alone he sate — in solitude had scann'd 

His guilty bosom, but that breast he mann'd : 

One thought alone he could not — dared not meet^- 

^ Oh, how these tidings will Medora greet?" 98^ 

Then— only then-r-his clanking hands he raised, 

And strain'd with rage the chain on which he gazed ; 

But soon he found — or feign'd — or dream'd relief, 

And smiled in self-derision of his grief, 

" And now come torture when it will — or may, 990 

^ More need of rest to nerve me for the day !" 

Ttus said, with languor to his mat he crept, 

And, whatsoe'er his visions, quickly slept. 

Twas hardly midnight when that fray be^vm^ 

Por Conrad's plans matured, at once vrere ^oxkfc \ ^'^^ 

VOL. It. r. 
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And Havoc loathes so much the waste of time, 
She scarce had left an uncommitted crime. 
One hour beheld him since the tide be stemmed— 
Disguised— -discovered — conquering — ta'en— — coo* 

demn'd — 
A chief on land — an outlaw on the deep— 1000 

Destroying— saving — prison'd — and asleep ! 

XU. 

He slept in calmest seeming— for his breath 
Was hushM so deep — Ah! happy if in death! 
He slept — Who o'er his placid^slumber bends ? 
His foes are gone — and here he hath no friends ; 1005 
Is it some seraph sent to grant him grace ? 
No, 'tis an earthly form with heavenly face ! 
Its white arm raised a lamp — yet gently hid, 
Lest the ray flash abruptly on the lid 
or that closed eye, which opens but to pain, 1010 
And once unclosed — but once may close again. 
That form, with eye so dark, and cheek so fair, 
And auburn waves of gemm'd and braided hair ; 
With shape of fairy lightness — naked foot, 1014 

That shines like snow, and falls on earth as mute — 
Through guards and dunnest night how came it there? 
Ah! rather ask what will not woman dare ? 
Whom youth and pity lead like thee, Gulnare ! 
She could not sleep — and while the Pacha's rest 
In muttering dreams yet saw his pirate-guest, 1020 
She left his side — his signet-ring she bore, 
Which oft in sport adom'd her hand before — 
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And with it, scarcely queslion'd, won her way 
Through drowsy guards that must that sign obey. 
Worn out with toil, and tired with changing blows, 
Their eyes had envied Conrad his repose ; lOfift 

And chifl and nodding at the turret door, 
They stretch their listless limbs, and watch no more : 
Just raised thar heads to hail the signet-ring, 
Nor ask or what or who the sign may bring. 1030 

XIII. 

She gazed in wonder, ** Can he calmly sleep, 
^ While other eyes his fall or ravage weep? 
** And mine in restlessness are wandering here— 
^ What sudden spell hath made this man so dear ? 
" True — 'tis to him my life, and more, I owe, 1055 
^ And me and mine he spared from worse than wo: 
* Tis late to think — but soft — his slumber breaks— 
*^ How heavily he sighs ! — he starts — awakes !" 

He raised his head— and dazzled with the light, 

His eye seem'd dubious if it saw aright : 1040 

He moved his hand — the grating of his chain^ 

Too harshly told him that he lived again. 

** What is that form ? if not a shape of air, 

** Methinks, my jailor's face shows wond'rous fair !" 

'^ Pirate ! thou know'st me not — but I am one, 1045 
** Grateful for deeds thou hast too rarely done ; 
** Look on me — and remember her, thy hand 
" Bnatch'd from the flames, and thy moTeC«ax&3\\M!cA« 
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" I come through darkness — and I scarce know why— 
*^ Yet not to hurt — I would not see thee die." 1050 

'< If 80, kind lady ! thine the only eye 

^' That would not here in that gay hope delight: 

^ Theirs is the chance — and let them use their right. 

" But still I thank their courtesy or thine, 

*' That would confess me at so fair a shrine !" 1055 

Strange though it seem — yet with extremest grief 

Is link'd a mirth — it doth not bring relief-— 

That playfulness of Sorrow ne'er beguiles. 

And smiles in bitterness — but still it smiles ; 

And sometimes with the wisest and the best, 1060 

Till even the scalTold (10) echoes with their jest! 

Yet not the joy to which it seems akin — 

It may deceive all hearts, save that within. 

Whate'er it was that flash'd on Conrad, now 

A laugliing wildness half unbent his brow : 1065 

And these his accents had a sound of mirth, 

As if the last he could enjoy on earth ; 

Yet 'gainst his nature — for through that short life, 

Few thoughts had he to^pare from gloom and strife. 

XIV. 

" Corsair! thy doom is named— but I have power 
*' To sooth the Pacha in his weaker hour. 1071 

" Thee would I spare— nay more — ^would save thee 
low, 

•lime— hope— nor even thy strength allow ; 




CAMTO II. THE CORSAIR. 117 

** But all I can, I will : at least, delay 

** The sentence that remits thee scarce a day. 1075 

" More now were ruin— even thyself were loth 

'' The Tain attempt should bring but doom to both." 

" Tes !— loth indeed :— my soul is nerved to all, 

^ Or fall'n too low to fear a further fall : 

** Tempt not thyself with peril ; me witii hope, 1080 

^' Of flight from foes with whom I could not cope : 

^^ Unfit to vanquish— shall I meanly fly, 

" The one of all my band that would not die ? 

" Yet there is one— to whom my memory clings, 

*^ 'nil to these eyes her own wild softness springs. 1085 

**" My sole resources in the path I trod 

" Were these — my bark — my sword — my love— my 

God! 
* The last I left in youth — he leaves me now— 
^ And Man but works his will to lay me low. 1089 
" I have no thought to mock his throne with prayer 
^ Wrung from the coward crouching of despair ; 
** It is enough — I breathe — and I can bear. 
^ My sword is shaken from the worthless hand 
** That mif^t have better kept so true a brand ; 
'* My bark is sunk or captive — but my love-<^- 1095 
^' For her in sooth my voice would mount above : 
** Oh ! she is all that still to earth can bind — 
** And this will break a heart so more than kind, 
^ And blight a form—till thine appear'd, Gulnare! 
" Mine eye ne'er ask'd if others were as fair ?" 1 100 

L 2 
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<< Thou loT^st another then ? — but what to me 
<* Is this — 'tis nothinfi; — nothing e'er can be : 
" But yet — thou lov'st — and — Oh ! I envy those 
^ Whose heartfl on hearts as faithful can repose, 1104 
" Who never feel the void — the wandering thought 
" That sighs o'er visions — ^such as mine hath wrought.'' 

'* Lady — methought thy love was his, for whom 
*< This arm redeem'd thee from a fiery iombi" 

" My love stem Seyd's ! Oh — No— No— not my 

love — 
^ Yet much this heart, that strives no more, once strove 
" To meet his passion — but it would not be. 1111 
" I felt — I feel — love dwells with — with the free. 
** I am a slave, a favour'd slave at best, 
" To share his splendour, and seem very blest ! 
*' Oft must my soul the question undergo, 1115 

" Of—* Dost thou love ?' and burn to answer * No !* 
<^ Oh ! hard it is that fondness to sustain, 
" And struggle not to feel averse in vain ; 
" But harder slill the heart's recoil to bear, 
" And hide from one — perhaps another there. 1120 
" He takes the hand I give not— nor withhold — 
" Its pulse nor check'd-«-nor quicken'd — calmly cold : 
** And when resign'd, it drops a lifeless weight 
" From one I never loved enough to hate. 
*' No warmth these lips return by his imprest, 112^ 

chiird remembrance shudders o'er the rest 



-^^^ 
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'* Yes — had I ever proTed that passion's zeal, 

*' The change to hatred were at least to feel : 

** But still — he goes unmourn'd — returns unsought — 

** And oft when present — absent from my thought. 

^ Or when reflection comes, and come it must — 1131 

*' I fear that henceforth 'twill but bring disgust ; 

** I am his slave^-rbut, in despite of pride, 

" Twere worse than bondage to become his bride. 

^ Oh ! that this dotage of his breast would cease ! 1 135 

^ Or seek another and give mine release, 

" But yesterday — I could have said, to peace ! 

" Yes — if unwonted fondness now I feign, 

" Remember — captive ! 'tis to break thy chain ; 

" Repay the life that to thy hand I owe ; 1 140 

" To give thee back to all endear'd below, 

^ Who share such love as I can never know. 

" Farewell — morn breaks — and I must now away : 

" 'Twill cost me dear — but dread no death to-day I" 

XV. 

She press'd his fetter'd fingers to her heart, 1 145 
And bow'd her head, and tum'd her to depart, 
And noiseless as a lovely dream is gone. 
And was she here ? and b he now alone ? 
What gem hath dropp'd and sparkles o'er his ehain ? 
The tear most sacred, shed for other's pain, 1150 
That starts at once— bright — pure — from Pity's mine, 
Already polish'd by the hand divine ! 
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Oh! too coDTincing — dangerouslj dear— 

In woman's eye the unanswerable tear ! 

That weapon of her weakness she can wield, 1155 

To save, subdue — at once her spear and shield : 

Avoid it — Virtue ebbs and Wisdom errs. 

Too fondly gazing on that grief of hers! 

What lost a world, and bade a hero fly? 

The timid tear in Cleopatra's eye. 1160 

Yet be the soft triumvir's fault forgiven, 

By this — how many lose not earth — but heaven! 

Consign their souls to man's eternal foe, 

And seal th^r own to spare some wanton's wo ! 

XVI. 

'Tis mom — and o'er his altered features play 1165 
The beams — without the hope of yesterday. 
What shall he be ere night ? perchance a thing 
O'er which the raven flaps her funeral wing : 
By his closed eye unheeded and unfelt, 
While sets that sun, and dews of evening melt, 1170 
Chill — wet— and misty round each stiffen'd limb, 
Refreshing earth — reviving all but him ! 
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CANTO ra. 



** Come Tedi-Huieor bod m'abbtodon.** 



I. 

SLOW sinksy more lovely ere his race be run, 

Along Morea^s hills the setting sun ; 

Not, as in Northern climes, <^curely bright, 117^ 

But one unclouded blaze of living light ! 

Cer the hush'd deep the yellow beam he throws. 

Gilds ttke green wave, that trembles as it glows. 

On old iBgina's rock, and Idra's isle, 

The god of gladness sheds his parting smile ; 1 1 80 

O'er his own regions lingering, loves to shine. 

Though there his altars are no more divine. 

Descending fast the mountain shadows kiss 

Thy glorious gulf, unconquer'd Salamb ! 

Their azure arches through the long expanse 1185 

More deeply purpled meet his mellowing glance, 

And tenderest tints, along their summits driven, 

JIark his gay course boA own the hues of heaven ; 
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TiO, darkly shaded from the land and deep, 

Behind his Delphian cliff he sinks to sleep. 1190 

On such an eve, his palest beam he cast, 

"When — Athens ! here thy Wisest lookM his last. 

How watch'd thy better sons his farewell ray. 

That closed their murder'd sage's (11) latest day I 

Not yet — not yet — Sol pauses on the hill — 1 195 

The precious hour of parting lingers still ; 

But sad his Hght to agonizing eyes, 

And dark the mountain's once delightful dyes : 

Gloom o'er the lovely land he seem'd to pour, 

The land where Phoebus never frown'd before, 1200 

But ere he sunk below Cithseron's head. 

The cup of wo was quaff'd — the spirit fled ; 

The soul of him who scorn'd to fear or fly — 

Who lived and died, as none can live or die ! 

But lo ! from high Hymettus to the plain, 1205 

The queen of night asserts her silent reign. (12) 
No murky vapour, herald of the storm, 
Hides her fair face, nor girds her glowing form ; 
With cornice glimmering as the moon-beams play. 
Where the white column greets her grateful ray, 1210 
And, bright around with quivering beams beset. 
Her emblem sparkles o'er the minaret : 
The groves of olive scattered dark and wide 
Where meek Cephisus pours his scanty tide, 
Thecnnress saddening by the sacred mosque, 1215 
^^^^Mag turret of the gay Kiosk, (13) 
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And, duD and sombre 'mid the holy calm. 

Near Theseus' fane yon solitary palm, 

All tinged with varied hues arrest the eye — 

And duU were hb :that pass'd him heedless by* 1220 

Again the MgpBxiy heard no more afar, 

Lulls his chafed breast from elemental war ; 

Again his waves in milder tints unfold , 

Their long array of sapphire and of gold, 

Mixt with the shades of many a distant isle, 1225 

That frown — where gentler oceiin seems to smile. (14) 

II. 

Not now my theme — why turn my thoughts to thee ? 

Oh ! who can look along thy native sea, 

Nor dwell upon thy name, whate'er the tale. 

So much its magic must o'er all prevail ? 1230 

Who that beheld that Sun upon thee set, 

Fair Athens ! could thine evening face forget ? 

Not he— whose heart nor time nor distance frees, 

Spdl-bound within the clustering Cyclades \ 

Nor seems this homage foreign to his strain, 12d(^ 

His Corsair's isle was once thine own domain — 

Would that with freedom it were thine again ! 

ni. 

The sun hath sunk — and, darker than the night. 
Sinks with its beam upon the beacon height — 
Medora's heart— the third day's come and gone — 1240 
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With it he comes oot — sencb not — faUhlen oi 
The mod ma fair though light; and atomu we 
l^tt eT« Anseliito's bark retum'd, and yet 
EUb onl^ tjdia^ that they hnd not met ! 
Though irild, aa now, far different were the t 
Had Conrad waited for that single sail. 

The nightbreeze freshens — ahe that day had 
In watching all that Hope proclaimed a mast 
Sadly she sate — on high — Impatience bore 
At last her footsteps to the midmght shore, 
And there she nander'd heedless of the spray 
That dash'd her garments oft, and warn'd an 
She saw not — felt not this — nor dared depart 
Nor deem'd it cold — her cbill was at her hea. 
T^U grew such certainty fVom that suspense— 
His very Sight had shock'd from life or sensi 

It came at last — a sad and shatter'd Ixiat, 
Whose inmates first beheld whom first they I 
Some bleeding — all most wretched: — these thi 
Scarce knew they how escaped — tAtf all the 
In silence, darkling, each appear'd to wait 
His fellow's mournful guess at Conrad's fate 
Somediing they would liave aaid ; but seem'i 
To trust their accents to Medora's ear. 
She saw at once, yet sunk not — trembled ooi 
Beneath that grief, that loneliness of lot, 
Within that meek fur form, were fueling hif 
nat deem'd not till they fouiAfticw itwit? 
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Whitoyetwas Hope— they soften'd— flutter'd— wept— 
AH loft — that softness died not — ^but it slept ; 1270 
And o'er its dumber rose that Strength which said, 
*' With nothing left to love — there's nought to dread." 
Tis more than nature's ; like the burning might 
Ddirtum gathers from the fever's height. \^ 

*^ Silent you stand — ^nor would I hear you tell 1275 
*^ What— speak not—breathe not— for I know it well— 
^ Yet would I ask — almost my lip denies 
" The — quick your answer — ^tell me where he lies?" 

**Lady ! we know not— scarce with life we fled ; 
'^ But here is one denies that he is dead : 1280 

''He saw him bound ; and bleeding — but aliTe." 

She heard no further — ^'twas in vain to strive — 
So throbb'd each vein— each thought— till then with- 
stood; 
Her own dark soul — these words at once subdued : 
She totters — falls — and senseless had the wave 1285 
Perchance but snatch'd her from another grave ; 
But tiiat with hands though rude, yet weeping eyeSy 
They yield such aid as Pity's haste supplies: 
Dash o'er her deathlike cheek the ocean dew, 
Raise— tlBLn— sustain — till life returns anew ; 1290 
Awake her handmaids, with the matrons leave 
That fiunting form o'er which they gaze and grieve ; 
Then seek Anselmo's cavern, to report 
The tale too tedious — when the triumph short. 

TOI*. II. M 
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IV. 

In that wild council words wax'd warm and 8trange,l£95 
With thoughts of ransom, rescue, and revenge ; 
All, sa?e repose or flight: still lingering there 
Breathed Conrad's spirit, and forbade despair ; 
Whate'er his fate — the breasts he form'd and led, 
WiU save him living, or appease him dead. 1900 

Wo to his foes ! there yet survive a few. 
Whose deeds are daring, as their hearts are true. 

V. 

Within the Haram's secret chamber sate 

Stem Seyd, still pondering o'er his Captive's fate ; 

His thoughts on love and hate alternate dwell, 1305 

Now with Gulnare, and now in Conrad's cell ; 

Here at his feet the lovely slave reclined 

Surreys his brow — would sooth his gloom of mind, 

While many an anxious glance her large dark eye 

Sends in its idle search for sympathy, 1310 

His on\y bends in seeming o'er his beads, (15) 

But inly views his victim as he bleeds. 

*^ Pacha ! the day is thine ; and on thy crest 
" Sits Triumph — Conrad taken — fall'n the rest ! 
" His doom is fix'd — he dies : and well his fate 1315 
** Waseam'd — yet much too worthless for thy hate: 
*' Methinks, a short release, for ransom told 
'* With all his treasure^ not unwisely sold ; 
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** Report speaks largely of his pirate-hoard— 

<< Would that of this my Pacha were the Lord ! 1820 

" WfiHe haffledy weaken'd tj this fatal fray— 

** WatchM — followed — he were then an easier prey ; 

** But once cut off-^the remnant of his band 

^ Elmbaric their wealth, and seek a safer strand.'* 

** Gulnare ! — ^if for each drop of blood a gem 192^ 

" Were offer'd rich as Stamboul^s diadem ; 

*^ If for each hair of his a massy mine 

^* Of virgin ore should supplicating shine ; 

'^ If all our Arab tales divulge or dream 

** Of wealth were here — that gold should not redeem ! 

** R had not now redeemed a single hour ; ISdl 

** But that I know him fetter'd, in my power ; 

" And, thirsting for revenge, I ponder still 

^ On pangs that longest rack, and latest kill." 

** Nay, Seyd ! — ^I seek not to restrain thy rage, 1985 

<* Too justly moved for mercy to assuage ; 

** My thoughts were only to secure for thee 

^ His riches — thus released, he were not free : 

** Disabled, shorn of half his might and band, 

** His capture could but wait thy first command." 1840 

'* His capture could ! — and shall I then resign 

^ One day to him — the wretch already mine ? 

*^ Release my foe I — at whose remonstrance ? — thine 

^ Fair suitor ! — ^to thy virtuous gratitude, 

^ That thus repays this Giaour's relenting mood, 184$ 



1£8 THE CORBAIIL cahto iu. 

^ Which thee and thine alone of all coidd spare, 

^ No doubt — regardless if the prise were fur, 

*' My thanks and praise alike are due— now hear ! 

'< I have a counsel for thy gentler ear : 

<< I do mistrust thee, woman ! and each word 1S50 

<* Of tMne stamps truth on all Suspicion heard. 

^ Borne in his arms through fire from yon Serai — 

^ Say, wert thou Imgering there with lum to fly ? 

'' Thou need'st not answer — thy confession speaks, 

** Already reddening on thy guilty cheeks ; 1955 

^ Then, lovely dame, bethink thee ! and beware : 

^* Tis not his life alone may clmm such care ! 

^ Another word and — nay — I need no more. 

^ Accursed was the moment when he bore 

" Thee from the flames, which better far — but — no — 

" I then had mourn'd thee with a lover's wo — 1S81 

*• Now 'tis thy lord that warns — deceitful thing ! 

" Know'st thou that I can clip thy wanton wing ? 

'' In words alone I am not wont to chafe : 

" Look tothyself— nor deem thy falsehood safe I" 1565 

He rose — and slowly, sternly thence withdrew, 
Rage in his eye and threats in his adieu : 
Ah ! little reck'd that chief of womanhood — 
Which frowns ne'er quell'd, nor menaces subdued ; 
And little deem'd he what thy heart, Giilnare ! 1870 
When soft could feel, and when incensed could dare. 
His doubts appear'd to wrong — nor yet she knew 
How deep the root from whence compassion grew — 
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She was a slave — ^from such may captives claim 

A feDow-feeling, differing but in name ; 1S75 

Stfll half unconscious — heedless of his wrath, 

Again she ventured on the dangerous path. 

Again his rage repelled — until arose 

That strife of thought, the source of woman's woes ! 

VI. 

Meanwhile — ^long anxious — ^weary — still—the same 

Roli'd day and night — ^his soul could terror tame, 

This fearful interval of doubt and dread, 1 S82 

When every hour might doom him worse than dead. 

When every step that echo'd by the gate, 

Ifi^t entering lead where axe and stake await ; 1385 

When every voice that grated on his ear 

Ifight be the last that he could ever hear ; 

Gould terror tame — ^that spirit stern and high 

Had proved unwilling as unfit to die ; 

Twas worn — perhaps decay'd — ^yet silent bore 1390 

That conflict deadlier far than all before : 

The heat of fight, the hurry of the gale, 

Leave scarce one thought inert enough to quail ; 

But bound and fix'd in fetter'd solitude. 

To pine, the prey of every changing mood ; 1S95 

To gaze on thine own heart; and meditate 

Irrevocable faults, and coming fate — 

Too late the last to shun— the first to mend— 

To count the hours that struggle to thine end, 

M 2 
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With not a friend to animate, "ndtdl IMS 

To other ean that deatti beeame thae well ; 

ArooDd thee foes to forge the ready He, 

And blot Ufa's Uteat scene with cahnnny; 

Before thee tortures, which the soul can dare, 

Vet doubts how wel] the sbrinkiog flesh may bear ; 14M 

But de^lf feds a single cry would shame, 

To valour's praise thy last and dearest claim ; 

The life thou leav'st below, denied abova 

By kind monopolists of hesTenly love ; 

And more than doubtful paradise — thy heaven t4t( 

Of earthly hope— thy loved one from thee riven. 

Such were tiie thoughts that outlaw must sintain, 

And govern pangs surpasung mortal pain ; 

And those sustain'd h^-boots it well or ill P 

Since not to sink beneath, is something still ! Ul» 

VII. 

The first day pasa'd^-he saw not her — Gulnare— 

The second— third — and still she came not therej 

But what her words avouch 'd, her charms had doiK, 

Or else he had not seen another sun. 

The fourth day roll'd along, and with the night 1420 

Came storm and darkness in their mingling; might: 

Oh ! how he listen'd to the rushing deep, 

That ne'er till now so broke upon his sleep ; 

And his wild qnrit wilder whhes sent, 

Roaaei by the roar of his own element ! I4SS 
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Oft had he ridden on that winged wave, 

And loved its roughness for the speed it gave ; 

And now its dashing echo'd on his ear, 

A long known voice^-alas ! too vainly near ! 

Loud sung the wind above ; and, doubly loud, 1430 

Shook o'er his turret cell the thunder-cloud; 

And fladi'd the lightning by the latticed bar, 

To him more genial than the midnight star : 

Close to the glimmering grate he dragged his chain, 

And hoped f^ peril might not prove in vain. 1435 

He raised his iron hand to Heaven, and pray'd 

One pitying flash to mar the form it made : 

His steel ahd impious prayer attract alike — 

The storm roO'd onward and disdain'd to strike; 

Its peal wax'd fainter— ceased— he felt alone, 1440 

As if some faithless friend had spum'd his groan ! 

vin. 

The midnight passed— and to the massy door, 

A light step came — it paused — ^it moved once more ; 

Slow turns the grating bolt and sullen key : 

'TIS as lus heart foreboded —that fair she ! 1445 

Whatever her sins, to him a guardian ssunt. 

And beauteous still as hermit's hope can paint ; 

Yet changed since last within that cell she came, 

More pale her cheek, more tremulous her firame : 

On him she cast her dark and hurried eye 1450 

l¥bich spoke before her accents — ^ thou must die ! 
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*^ Yesythou must die — there is but one resource, 
^ The. last — ^the worst— if torture were not worw." 

<' Lady ! I look to none — ^my fips proclaim I4S 
'« What last procbdm'd they — Conrad still the same 
^' Why should'st thou seek an ouUaw^s life to spare, 
'' And change the sentence I desenre to bear ? 
** Well hare I eam'd — nor here alone — ^the meed 
^ Of Seyd's revenge, by many a lawless deed.** 

<* Why should I seek ? because — Oh! didst thon not 
^ Redeem my life from worse than slavery's tot ? 146 
** Why should I seek ? — ^hath misery made thee Mind 
^ To the fond workings of a woman's mind ! 
^ And must I say ? albeit my heart rebel 
^ With all that woman feels, but should not tell— 1 46 
** Because— despite thy crimes — ^that heart is moved 
«* It fear'd thee — ^thank'd thee — pitied— madden'd- 

loved. 
" Reply not, tell not now thy tale again, 
" Thou lov'st another — and I love in vain ; 
'* Though fond as mine her bosom, form more fair, 147 
•* I rush through peril which she would not dare. 
** If that thy heart to hers were truly dear, 
" Were I thine own — thou wert not lonely here : 
^ An outlaw^s spouse — and leave her lord to roam ! 
" What hath such gentle dame to do with home ? 147 
''But speak not now— o'er thine and o'er my head 
' Hangs the keen sabre by a single thread ; 
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<* If thou hast courage still, and would'st be free, 
*' ReoeiTe tiib poniard— riso—^nd follow me !" 
« Ay-Hn ray chains ! my steps will genfly tread, 1480 
*^ With these adornments, o'er each slumbering head ! 
** Thou hast forgot— is thb a garb for flight? 
^ Or Is that instrument more fit for fight ?" 

^ Misdoubting Corsair ! I have gain'd the guard, 

*Ripe for revolt, and greedy for reward. 1485 

^' A single word of mine removes that chain : 

^ Without some dd how here could I remain ? 

*^ Well, since we met, hath sped my busy time, 

^ If in aught evil, for thy sake the crime: 

^ The crime-— 'tis none to punish those of Seyd. 1490 

*^ That hated tyrant, Conrad — ^he must bleed ! 

^ Isee thee shudder— but my soul is changed — [ed — 

** Wrong'd — spum'd — reviled — and it shall be aveng* 

** Accused of what till now my heart disdain'd — 

^ Too faithful, though to bitter bondage chain'd. 1495 

" Yes, smile ! — but he had little cause to sneer, 

** I was not treacherous then — ^nor thou too dear : 

** But he has said it — and the jealous well, 

« Those tyrants, teasing, tempting to rebel, 

" Deserve the fate their fretting lips foretell. 1 500 

** I never loved — ^he bought me — somewhat high — 

" Since with me came a heart he could not buy. 

** I was a slave unmurmuring ; he hath said, 

** But for his rescue I with thee had fled. 
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■ 

" T^nuifahe fljouknow^BtF^biit tot nich «ngw» rne^ 

^ nA wotds are omeu Imult randen tma iUl 

** Nor was f]^ respite granted to niy prvjw ; 

«* This fleeting grace wai onljr to prapaie 

<* Ne w tonnenlB for thy lifisy and mj deipair. 

«< filGne too he threatens ; IrathiadaCageitill 1511 

** Would fain menre me for hb lordlj win : 

^ When wearier of tbeie fleeting charms and aie» 

** There yawns the sack— and yonder rolb tile sea ! 

<* What, am I tiien a toy for doterd?s pky, 

«• To wear but till tiiegikUngfrete away? ISM 

^ I saw thee— loved tiiee — o we thee all— would aavi^ 

** If but to show how gratelid is a sfanre. 

** But had he not tiius menaced fome and lite, 

« (And well he keeps his oaths pronounced in strife) 

" I still had saved thee — ^but the Pacha spared, 1615 

^ Now I am all thine own — ^for all prq>ared : 

*' Thou lov'st me not — ^Dor know'st— or but tiie worst- 

** Alas ! this love — that hatred are the first — 

'* Oh ! could'st thou prove my truth, thou would'st not 

start, 
*' Nor fear the fire that lights an Eastern heart, 1550 
** 'TIS now the beacon of thy safety — now 
^ It points within the port a Mainote prow : 
'* But in one chamber, where our path must lead, 
"There sleeps — ^he must not wake — the oppressor 

Seyd !" 

'' Gulnare — Guhiare— I never felt till now I5d5 

**_My abject fortune, wither'd fame so low : 
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^1 '^Sfjd a mine enemy : had swept my iMind 
"IVmn earth with ruthless hut with open hand» 
''And dierefore came I, in my bark of war, 
^ To smite the smiter ^nth the scimetar ; 1540 

[$]l/ ''Such Is my weapon — ^not the seoret knife— 
''Who qiares a woman's, seeks not slumber's life. 
''Thine sared I gladly, Lady, not finr this — 
" Let me not deem that mercy shown amiss. 
" Now Cure tiiee well — ^more^peace be with thy breast ! 
'JNishtwearsapace— my huit of earthly rest!" 1546 
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Best! Rest! by sunrise must thy smews shake, 
** And diy limbs writhe around the ready stake. 
** I heard the order — saw — ^I will not see — 
<*If tium wflt perish, I will faU with thee. 1550 

^ My fife— 4ny love— my hatred— all below 
« Are on this east— Corsair ! 'tis but a blow! 
** Without it flight were idle— ho w erade 
**EB8 sure pursuit! my wrongs too unrepaid^ 
** My youth disgracedr-the long, long wasted years, 
**One blow shall cancel with our future fears ; 1556 
''But sinee the dagger suits tiiee less than brand, 
"FD try the firmness of a female hand. 
" Tlie guards are gain'd— one mcMnent all were o'er — 
<<Conair! we meet in safety or no more; 1560 

" If em my feeble hand, the morning cloud 
«* Will borer o'er thy scafibld, and my shroud," 
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IX. 

She tum'd} and vanish'd ere he could reply. 

But his glance followed far with eager eye ; 

And gathering, as he could, the links that hound- 1565 

His form, to curl their length, and curb their sound, 

Since bar and bolt no more his steps preclude, 

He, fast as fetter'd limbs allow, pursued. 

Twas daric and winding, and he knew not where 

That passage led ; nor lamp nor guard were there: 1570 

He sees a dusky glimmering — shall he seek 

Or shun that ray so indistinct and weak ? 

Chance guides his steps — a freshness seems to bear 

Full on lus brow, as if from morning air — 

He reach'd an open gallery— on his eye 1575 

Gleam'd the last star of night, the clearing sky : 

Yet scarcely heeded these — another light 

From a lone chamber struck upon his sight 

Towards it he moved, a scarcely closing door 

ReveaPd the ray within, but nothing more. 1580 

With hasty step a figure outward past, 

Then paused— and turn'd— and paused— 'tis She at last ! 

No poniard in that hand — nor sign of ill — 

" Thanks to that softening heart— she ctuld not kill P^ 

Again he lookM, the wildness of her eye 1585 

Starts from the day abrupt and fearfully. 

She stopp'd— threw back her dark far-floating hair, 

That nearly veil'd her face and bosom fair : 
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As if she late had bent her leaning head 
Above some object of her doubt or dread. 1590 

ITiejr meet — ^upon her brow — ^unknown— forgot — 
fler hurrying hand had left — ^'twas but a spot — 
Its hue was all he saw, and scarce withstood — 
Oh! slight but certain pledge of crime— 'tis blood! 

X. 

He had seen battle — ^he had brooded lone 1595 

O'er promised pangs to sentenced guilt foreshown ; 
He had been tempted — chasten'd— and the chain 
Yet on his arms might ever there remaui : 
But ne'er from strife, captivity, remorse. 
From all his feelings in their inmost force, 1600 

So thrill'd~so shudder'd every creeping vein, 
As now they froze before that purple stain. 
That spot of blood, that light but guilty streak. 
Had banish'd all the beauty froin her cheek ! 1604 
Blood he had view'd, could view unmov'd, but then 
It flow'd in combat, or was shed by men ! 

XI. 

" ^Ttt done, he nearly waked, but it is done. 

'* Corsair ! he perish'd, thou art dearly won. 

^ AH words would now be vain, away, away ! 

*' Our bark is tossmg, 'tis already day. 1610 

** The few gain'd over, now are wholly mine, 

** And these thy yet surviving band shall join : 

VOL. II. N 
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<* Anon lAy Yoice shall yindicate my hand, 

*' When once our sail forsakes this hated strand." 

XU. 

She clapp'd her hands, and through the gallery pour, 
Equii^'d for flight, her vassals— Greek and Moor; 1616 
Silent but quick they stoop, his chains unbind; 
Once more his limbs are free as mountain wind ! 
But on his heavy heart such sadness sate, 
As if they there transferr'd that iron weight. 1620 
No words are utter'd — at her sign, a door 
Reveals the secret passage to the shore ; 
The city lies behind, they speed, they reach 
The glad waves dancing on the yellow beach ; 
And Conrad following, at her beck, obeyM, 1635 
Nor cared he now if rescued or betray'd ; 
Resistance were as useless as if Seyd 
Yet lived to view the doom his ire decreed. 

XIII. 

Embark'd, the sail unfurl'd, the light breeze blew — 
How much had Conrad's memory to review ! 1630 
Sunk he in contemplation, till the cape 
Where last he anchored rear'd its giant shape. 
Ah ! — since that fatal night, though brief the time. 
Had swept an age of terror, grief, and crime. 
As its far shadow frown'd above the mast, 1635 

He vcilM his face, and sorrowed as he past ; 
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He bought of all, Gonsahro and his band, 
Hu fleeting triumph and his failmg hand ; 
fie thought on her afar, his lonely bride : 
He tum'd and saw — Gulnare^ the homicide ! 1640 

XIV. 

She watch'd his features till she could not bear 

Their freezing aspect and averted air, 

And that strange fierceness foreign to her eye, 

Fell quench'd in tears, too late to shed or dry. 

She knelt beside him and his hand she prest, 164$ 

** Thou may'st forgive, though AUa's self detest ; 

** But for that deed of darkness what wert thou ? 

** Reproach me, but not yet, Oh ! spare me now! 

**I am not what 1 seem, this fearful night 

" My brain bewilder'd, do not madden quite ! 1650 

** If I had never loved, though less my guilt, 

** Thou hadst not lived to hate me if thou wilt." 

XV. 

She wrongs his thoughts, they more himself upbraid 
Than her, though undesign'd, the wretch he made ; 
But speechless all, deep, dark, and unexprest, 1655 
They bleed within that silent cell — his breast. 
Still onward, fair the breeze, nor rough the surge. 
The blue waves sport around the stem they urge ; 
Far on the horizon's verge appears a speck, 
A spot, a mast, a sail, an armed deck ! 1660 

Their little bark her men of watch descry, 
And ampler canvass woos the wind from high ; 
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She bean her down majesticany near, 

Speed on her prow, and terror m her tier ; 

A flash is seen — the ball beyond their bow 166& 

Booms harmless, Mssing to the deep below. 

Up rose keen Conrad from his silent trance, 

A long, long absent gladness in his glance ; 

<< 'Tis mine, my blood-red flag ! again, again, 

^ I am not all deserted on the main !^' 1670 

They own the signal, answer to the hail. 

Hoist out the boat at once, and slacken sail. 

** ms Conrad ! Conrad !" shouting from the deck. 

Command nor duty could their transport check ! 

With light alacrity and gaze of pride, 1675 

They view him mount once more his vessel's sdde ; 

A smile relaxing in each rugged face, 

Their arms can scarce forbear a rough embrace. 

He, half forgetting danger and defeat, 

Returns their greetings as a chief may greet, 1880 

Wrings with a cordial grasp Anselmo's hand. 

And feels he yet can conquer and command ! 

XVI. 

These greetings o'er, the feelings that o'erflow, 
Yet grieve to win him back without a blow ; 
They sail'd prepared for vengeance — ^had they known 
A woman's hand secured that deed her own, 1686 
She were th^r queen — less scrupulous are tliey 
Than haughty Conrad how they win their way. 
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With many an asking simle, and wondering stare, 

They whisper round, and gaze upon Gulnare ; 1690 

And her, at once above — ^beneath her sex, 

Whom blood appalFd not, their regards perplex. 

To Conrad turns her faint imploring eye, 

She drops her veil, and stands in silence by ; 

Her arms are meekly folded on that breast 1695 

WTiich — Conrad safe— to fate resign'd the rest. 

Though worse than phrensy could that bosom fill. 

Extreme in love or hate, in good or ill, 

The worst of crimes had left her woman still ! 



XVII. 

This Conrad mark'd, and felt — ah ! could he less 1700 
Hate of that deed, but grief for her distress ; 
What she has done no tears can wash away, 
And heaven must punish on its angry day : 
But—it was done : he knew, whatever her guilt. 
For him that poniard smote, that blood was spilt ; 1705 
And he was free ! — and she for him had given 
Her all on earth, and more than all in heaven ! 
And now he tumM him to that dark-eyed slave 
Whose brow was bow'd beneath the glance he gave. 
Who now seem'd changed and humbled : — faint and 
meek, 1710 

But varying oft the colour of her cheek 
To deeper shades of paleness — all its red 
That fearful spot which stain'd it from the dead ! 

N 2 
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He took that hand — it trembled — now too late — 

So soft in love — so wildlj neired in hate ; 1715 

He clasp'd that hand— it trembled— and his own 

Had lost its firmnesa, and his voice its tone. 

*^ Gulnare !**—- but she replied not— ** dear Gulnare !" 

She raised her eye — ^her only answer there — 

At once she sought and sunk in his embrace : 1720 

If he had driven her from that resting place, 

His had been more or less than mortal heart, 

But — good or ill — it bade her not depart. 

Perchance, but for the bodings of his breast. 

His latest virtue then had join'd the rest 1725 

Yet even Medora might forgive the kiss 

That askM from form so fair no more than this, 

The first, the last that Frailty stole from Faith— 

To lips where Love had lavishM all his breath, 

To lips — ^whose broken sighs such fragrance fling, 

As he had fann'd them freshly with his wing ! 17S1 

XVIII. 

They gain by twilight's hour their lonely isle. 
To them the very rocks appear to smile ; 
The haven hums with many a cheering sound. 
The beacons blaze their wonted stations round, 1735 
The boats are darting o'er the curly bay. 
And sportive dolphins bend them through the spray ; 
Even the hoarse sea-bird's shrill, discordant shriek. 
Greets lik^faa welcome of his tuneless beak! 
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Beneath each lamp that through its lattice gleams, 1740 
Their fancy paints the friends that trim the beams. 
Oh! what can sanctify the joys of home, 
Like Hope's gay glance from Ocean's troubled foam ? 

XIX. 

The lights are high on beacon and from bower, 

And midst them Conrad seeks Medora's tower : 1745 

He looks in vain — 'tis strange — ^and all remark. 

Amid so many, hers alone is dark. 

Tis strange— of yore its welcome never fsdl'd, 

Nor now, perchance, extinguish'd, only veil'd. 

With the first boat descends he for the shore, 1750 

And looks impatient on the lingering oar.« 

Oh ! for a wing beyond the falcon's flight, 

To bear him like an arrow to that height ! 

With the first pause the resting rowers gave, 

He waits not — ^looks not — ^leaps into the wave, 1755 

Strives through the surge, bestrides the beach, and high 

Ascends the path familiar to his eye. 

He reach'd his turret door — he paused — no sound 
Broke from within; and all was night around. 
He knock'd, and loudly — footstep nor reply 1760 
Announced that any heard or deem'd him nigh ; 
He knock'd — but faintly — for his trembling hand 
Refused to aid his heavy hearths demand. 
The portal opens — 'tis a well known face- 
But not the form he panted to embrace. 1765 
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Iti Sps are Jhrt twiu. bis own enay^d, 

Asrf &r4 to fiaae tlie ^pestioo tiiey delay'd ; 

Be antriiM dK luiq»~4te figlit will answer all— 

R^fte hiignap,ci L]WM i ^ in the lall; 

He wooid DoC wait for that leriTin^ ray — 1770 

As soon oMdd he have fingvM there for day ; 

Baft, ^bmmeno^ thniq^ the dusky corridore, 

Anmher ebeqncfs o^er the shadowM floor ; 

His sbpps the chunber gain — ^hb eyes behold 

AH that lus heart befiered not-^yet foretold ! 1775 



He tnmM not — spoke nol — sunk not — fix'd his look, 

Andsrt the ansdous frame that lately shook : , 

He gaied — how long we gaxe despite of pain, 

j\nd know, but dare not own, we gaze in vain ! 

In life itself she was so still and fair, 1 780 

That de^th with gentler aspect witherM there ; 

And the cold flowers (16) her colder haod contained, 

In that last grasp as tenderly were straioM 

As if she scarcely felt, but feign'd a sleep, 

And made it almost mockery yet to weep : 1785 

The long dark lashes fringed her lids of snow, 

And veil'd— thought shrinks from all that lurk*d below— 

Oh ! o'er the eye death most exerts his might, 

And hurls the spirit from her throne of light ! 

Sinks those blue orbs in that long last eclipse, 1790 

But spares, as yet, the charm around her lips — 

Yet, yet they seem as they forbore to smile, 

A))d wisili^^^'llB'— but only for a while ; 
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But the white shroud, and each extended tress, 
Long — fair — but spread in utter lifelessness, 1795 
Which, late the sport of every summer wind. 
Escaped the baffled wreath that strove to bind ; 
These— and the pale pure cheek, became the bier— 
But she is nothing — wherefore is he here ? 



He ask'd no question — all were answerMnow 1800 

By the first glance on that still — marble brow* 

It was enough — she died — what reck'dit how ? 

The love of youth, the hope of better years. 

The source of softest wishes, tenderest fears, 

The only living thing he could not hate, 1 805 

Was reft at once — and he deserved his fate. 

But did not feel it less ; — the good explore, 

For peace, those realms where guilt can never soar: 

The proud — the wajrward — who have fix'd below 

Thdr joy — and find this earth enough for wo, 1810 

Lose in that one their all — perchance a mite — 

But who in patience parts with all delight ? 

Full many a stoic eye and aspect stem 

Mask hearts where grief hath little left to learn ; 

And many a withering thought lies hid, not lost, 1815 

In smiles that least befit who wear them most 

XXII. 

By those, that deepest feel, is' 111 exprest 
ne mdistiactneBS of the sufiEeiiii^\>tQd&V.\ 
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Where thouiand thoughts begin to end in one. 
Which seeks from all the refuge found in none ; 1 8£0 
No words suffice the secret soul to show, 
For Truth denies all eloquence to Wo. 
On Conrad's stricken soul exhaustion prest, 
And stupor almost luU'd it into rest ; 
So feeble now— his mother's soXtness crept 1825 
To those wild eyes, which like an infant's wept: 
It was the very weakness of his brain, 
Which thus confessed without relieying pain* 
None saw his trickling tears — perchance, if seen. 
That useless flood of grief had never been : 18S0 

Nor long they flow'd — he dried them to depart. 
In helpless — hopeless — brokenness of heart : 
The sun goes forth — but Conrad's day is dim ; 
And the night cometh— ne'er to pass from him. 
There is no darkness like the cloud of mind, 1835 
On GriePs vain eye — the blindest of the blind ! 
Which may not — dare not see— but turns aside 
The blackest shade — nor will endure a guide ! 

xxriL 

His heart wasform'd for softness — warp'd to wrong; 
BetrayM too early, and beguiled too long ; 1 840 

Each feeling pure — as falls the dropping dew 
Within the grot ; like that had harden'd too ; 
Less clear, perchance, its earthly trials passM, 
But sunk, and chill'd, and petrified at last. 
^hC tempests wear, and lightning cleaves the rock; 1 845 
^Mh his heart, so shatter'd it the shock. 
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! grew one flower beneath its rugged brow, 

^h dark the shade — it shelter'd— saved till now. 

tiunder came — that bolt hath blasted both, 

Granite's firmness, and the Lily's growth : 1850 

;entle plant hath left no leaf to tell 

e, but shrunk and wither'd where it fell, 

)f its 4^old protector, blacken round 

liver'd fragments on the barren ground ! 

XXIV. 

lom — to venture on his lonely hour * 1855 

tare ; though now Anselmo sought his tower. 

as not there — nor seen along the shore ; 

ight, alarm'd, their isle is traversed o'er; 

ler mom — another bids them seek, 

ihout his name till echo waxeth weak ; 18fliO 

t — grotto — cavern — valley search'd in vain, 

find on shore a sea-boat's broken chain : 

hope revives — they follow o'er the main. 

Ue all — moons roll on moons away, 

ilonrad comes not—came not since that day : 1865 

race, nor tidings of hi? doom declare 

e lives Ms grief, or perish'd his despair ! [side ; 

moum'dhis band whom none could mourn be- 

air the monument they gave his bride : 

im they raise not the recording stone — 1870 

eath yet dubious, deeds too widely known ; 

ft a Corsair's name to other times, 

1 with one virtue, and a thousand crimes. - (17) 
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NOTES 



TO 



THE CORSAIR. 



The time in this poem may seem too short for tb« 
occurrences, but the whole of the JEgean isles are within 
t few hours sail of the continent, and the reader must be 
kind enough to take the mnd as I have ofkeo foand it. 



Note 1, page 92, line 14. 
Of fair Oliimpiui Uned and Uft of old, 
Or1andO| Canto 10. 

Note Sy page 97, line 18. 
Around the tomes* phosphoric brif^Unut broke. 
By night, particularly in a warm latitude, every strolw 
of the oar, every motion of the boat or ship, is followed 
by a slight flash like sheet lightning from the water. 

Note 3, page'lOO, line 18. 
Thmtgh totherettthe t^ter borryUjuke. 
Coflfee. 

Note 4, pag^ 100, line SO. 
T%t long Chibow^e dis^^mng ekuitiqpp^^ 
Pipe. 

Note 5, page 100, line SI. 
Whtie donee the Akem to vnldminetnl^^ 
Dancing-girls. 

VOL. II. • 
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Note to Canto n. page 101) line 7. 

It has been objected that Conrad^s entering disguised 
as a sp7 is out of nature.«>-Perhaps so. I find something 
not unlike it in history. 

** Anxiaus to explore with his own eyes the state of the 
Tandalsy Majorian ventondy altar disguising the colour 
of his hair, to visit Carthage in the character of his own 
ambassador ; and Genseric was afterwards mortified by 
the discovery, that he had entertained and dismissed the 
£mperor of the Romans. Such an anecdote may be re- 
jected as an improbable fiction ; but it is a fiction which 
would not have been imagined unless in the life of a 
hero.^ Oibbmy D, and F. Vol, VI. p, 180. 

That Conrad is a character not altogether out of na- 
ture I shall attempt to prove bj some historical coinci- 
dences which I have met with since writing ^* The Cor- 
sair.** 

f^ << Eccelin prisonniefy** dit Rolandinii '^ s'enfermoit dans 
un silence menapant, il fixoit sur la terre son visage 
feroce, et ne donnoit point d*essor a sa profonde indigna- 
tion. — De toutes partes cependant les soldats Sc les 
peuples accouroient ; ils vouloient voir cet horome, jadis 
si puissant, et la joie universelle eclatoit de toutes parts. 

'< Eccelin etoit d*une petite taille ; raais tout Taspect 
de sa personne, tous ses mouvemens indiquoient un 
soldat. — Son langage etoit amer, son deportment superbe 
— et par son seul egard, il faisoit trembler les plus hardis." 
Sismondi, tome III. page 219, 220. 

<< Gizericus (Genseric, king of the Vandals, the con- 
queror of both Carthage and Rome,) statura mediocris, 
et equi casu claudicans, animo profundus, sermone 
rarus, luxuris contemptor, ir& turbidus, habendi cupidus, 
ad solicitandas gentes providentissimus, &Ct Sec, Jouf' 
mndet dc Rebut GctiuSf c. 33. 
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I beg leave to quote these gloomy realities to keep in 
ceealeBance my Giaour and Cortair. 

Note 6, page 104, line 13. 
Andn^ stem vow and order* $ laws oppose. 
The Dervises are in Colleges^ and of different orders, 
IS the monks. 

Note 7, page 105, line 21. 
* Tfuif seise that dervise S'—seiae on Zatanai / 
Satan. 

Note 8, page 106, line 14. 
He tore his heardy and foaming JUd thejight. 
A common and not very novel effisct of Mussulman 
anger. See Prince Eugene^s Memoirs, p. H* ^ The 
*^ Seraskier received a wound in the thigh ; he plucked 
*^ up his beard by the roots, because be was obliged to 
^< quit the field.^' 

Note 9, page 108, line 5. 
Brief time had Conrad now to greet Oidnare, 
Gulnare, a female name ; it means, literally, the flower 
of the Pomegranate. 

Note 10, page 116, line 13. 
TUl even the scaffold echoes with their jest ! 
In Sir Thomas More, for instance, on the scaffold ^ 
and Anne Boleynin the Tower, when grasping her neck, 
she remarked, that it '< was too slender to trouble the 
headsman much.'* During one part of the French Re- 
volution, it became a fashion to leave some ^^ mot'* as 
a legacy; and the quantity of facetious last words 
«poken during that period would form a melancholy 
Jest-book of a considerable size. 
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Note lly page lS2y line €. 

HuU ehndtheir wwdai^d $agf?s laUttdttjf! 

Socrates drank the hemlock a short time before sunset 
(the hour of execution), notwithstanding the entreaties 
of his disciples to wait till the sun went down. 

Note IS, page ISS, line 18. 

The queen of night auerts her tilent reign. 

The twilight in Greece is much shorter than in oar own 
country ; the days in winter are longer, but in summer of 
shorter duration. 

Note IS, page ISS, line last. 

TTiegUttminghBrretrfthegtqfKidek. 

The Kiosk is a Turldsh summer-house : the palm is 
witlmut the present walls of Athens, not far from the 
temple of Theseus, between which and the tree the wall 
interrenes.— Cephisus' stream is indeed scanty, and 
llissus has no stream at all. 

Note 14, page 123, line 10. 

Tfuitfrmcn — vhert gentler ocean seems to smile. 

The opening lines as far as Section II. have, perhaps, 
little business here, and were annexed to an unpublished 
(though printed) poem ; but they were written on the 
spot in the Spring of 181 1> and — I scarce know why — the 
reader must excuse their appearance here if he can. 

Note 15, page 126, line 17. 

His only bends in seeming o*er his beads. 
The Comboloio, or Mahometan rosary ; the beads are 
in number ninety-nine. 
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Note 16, page 144, line 17. 
And the coldjhwers her colder handetmiairid, 
k the Levant, it is the custom to strew flowers on thb 
bodies of the dead, and in the hands of young persops to 
place a nosegay. 

Note 17> page 147, line last. 
Linked uith one virtue and a thousand erimei. 
That the point of honour which is represented in one 
instance of Conrad^s character has not been carried be- 
yond the bounds of probability, may perhaps be in some 
degree confirmed by the following anecdote of a brother 
buccaneer in the preseut year, ID 14. 

Our readers have all seen the account of the enter- 
prise against the pirates of Barrataria ; but few, we be- 
lieve, were informed of the situation, history, or nature 
of that establishment. For the information of such as 
were unacquainted with it, we have procured from a 
friend the following interesting narrative of the main 
tacts, of which he has personal knowledge, and which 
cannot fail to interest some of our readers. 

Barrataria is a bay, or a narrow arm of the gulf of 
Mexico : it runs through a rich but very flat country^ 
until it reaches within a mile of the Mississippi river, 
fifteen miles below the city of New Orleans. The bay 
has branches almost innumerable, in which persons can 
lie concealed from the severest scrutiny. It communi- 
cates with three lakes which lie on the southwest side, 
and these, with the lake of the same name, and which 
lies contiguous to the sea, where there is an island formed 
by the two arms of this lake and the sea. The east and 
west points of this island were fortified in the year 1811, 
by a band of pirates, under the command of one Monsieur 
La Fitte. A large majority of these outlaws are of that 

o 2 



154 I^OTES TO 

clieiss of the populaUon of the state of Louisiana who 
fled from the island of St. Domingo during the troubles 
there, and tools refuge in the island of Cuba : and when 
the last war between France and Spain commencedy 
they were compelled to leave that island with the short 
notice of a few days. Without ceremony, they entered 
the United States, the most of them the State of Louisi- 
ana, with all the negroes they had possessed in Cuba. 
They were notified by the Governor of that State of the 
clause in the constitution which forbad the importation 
of slaves ; but, at the same time, received the assurance 
of the Governor that he would obtain, if possible, the 
approbation of the general Government for their retain- 
ing this property. 

The Island of Barrataria is situated about lat. 29 deg. 
15 min* Ion. 92 30, and is as remarkable for its health 
as for the superior scale and shell fish with which its 
waters abound. The chief of this horde, like Charles 
de Moor, had mixed with his many vices some virtues. 
In the year 1813} this party had, from its turpitude and 
boldness, claimed the attention of the Governor of Lou- 
isiana ; and to break up the establishment, he thought 
proper to strike at the head. He therefore offered a re- 
ward of 500 dollars for the head of Monsieur La Fitte, 
who was well known to the inhabitants of the city of 
r^ew Orleans, from his immediate connexion, and his 
once having been a fencing-master in that city of great 
reputation, which art he leurnt in Buonaparte^s army, 
where he was a Captain. The reward which was ofifer- 
ed by the Governor for the bead of La Fitte was an- 
swered by the ofiier of a reward from the latter of 15,000 
for the head of the Governor. The Governor ordered 
out a company to march from the city to La Fitters 
ii^Iand, and to burn and destroy all the property, and to 
luring to the city oi JS'ew Oiicaus all his banditti. This 
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cooipanj, under the conmand of a man who had been 
the iotimate aMociate of this bold Captaioi approached 
"wwj near to the fortified island^ before he saw a man, 
or beard a found, until he heard a whistle, not unlike 
a bontawain*8 call. Then it was he found himself sur- 
rounded by armed men who had emerged from the secret 
avenues which led into Bayou. Here it was that the 
modem Charles de Moor developed his few noble traits ; 
for to this man who had come to destroy his life and all 
that was dear to him, he not only spared his life, but 
olfored him that which would have made the honest sol- 
dier easy for the remainder of his days, which was in- 
dignantly refused. He then, with the . approbation of 
his captor, returned to the city. This circumstance, and 
some concomitant events, proved that this band of pi- 
rates was not to be taken by land. Our naval force 
having always been small in that quarter, exertions for 
the destructien of this illicit establishment could not be 
expected from them > until augmented ; for an officer of 
the navy, with most of the gun-boats on that station, had 
to retreat from an overwhelming force of La Fitte's. So 
soon as the augmentation of the navy authorised an 
attack, one was made ; the overthrow of this banditti 
has been the result ; and now this almost invulnerable 
point and key to New Orleans is clear of an enemy, it is 
to be hoped the government will hold it by a strong 
military force. — Frcm an Atnaiean Kewtpaptr* 

In Noble's continuation of Granger's Biographical 
Dictionary, there is a singular passage in his account of 
archbishop Blackbourne, and as in some measure con- 
nected with the profession of tlie hero of the foregoing 
poem, I cannot resist the temptation of extracting it. 

*' There is something mysterious in the history and 
character of Dr. Blackbourne. The former is but im- 
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perfoctlj known ; and report has eTon anefted lie wu 
a baccaneer : and that one of his brethren in that pro* 
fesfion having aslied, on hii arrival in finglandy what 
had become of his old chum, Blackboumey was amwer- 
ed, he is archbishop of Yoik. We are informed^ that 
Blackbourne was installed sub-dean of Exeter, in 16M| 
which office he resigned in 1702 ; but after his successoTi 
Lewis Barnet's death, in 1704, he regained it. Ii^tha 
following year he became dean ; and, in 1714, held with 
it the archdeanery of Cornwall. He was consecrated 
bishop of Exeter, February 24, 1716; and translated to 
York, November 28, 1724, as a reward, according to 
court scandal, for uniting George I. to the Duchess of 
Monster. This, however, appears to have been an un- 
founded calumny. As archbishop he behaved with great 
prudence, and was equally respectable as the guardiao 
of the revenues of the see. Rumour whispered he re- 
tained the vices of his youth, and that a passion for the 
fair sex formed an item in the list of his weaknesses ; 
but so far from being convicted by seventy witnesses, 
he does not appear to have been directly criminated 
by one. In short, I Iqok upon these aspersions as the 
effects of mere malice. How is it possible a buccaneer 
should have been so good a scholar as Blackbourne cer- 
tainly was .' he who had so perfect a knowledge of the 
classics, (particularly of the Greek tragedians,) as to 
be able to read them with the same ease as he could 
Shakspeare, must have talcen great pains to acquire 
the learned languages ; and have had both leisure and 
good masters.- But he was undoubtedly educated at 
Christ-church College, Oxford. He is allowed to have 
been e. pleasant man : this, however, was turned against 
him, by its being said, * he gained more hearts than 
souJs,^ " 
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^ Hm only voice that could soothe the passions of 
^ iav«fe (Alphonso 3d) was that of an amiable and 
TirtuQos wifey the sole object of his love ; the yoice 
of Oomia Isabella, the daughter of the Duke of Savoy, 
aid the grand-daughter of Philip 3d, King of Spain. — 
Her dying words sunk deep into his memory ; his fierco 
ipiiit melted into tears; and after the last embrace^ 
Alphonso retired into his chamber to bewail his irre« 
parable loss, and to meditate on the vanity of human 
\ik,'^^MuceUaneous Worki of Oibbon^ J^ew EdUwih 
8w. vol. 3, pagt 473. 
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I. 

THE Serfs are glad through Lara's wide domain, 
And Slavery half forgets her feudal chain ; 
He, their unhoped, but unforgotten lord, 
The long self-exiled chieftain is restored : 
There be bright faces in the busy hall, 5 

Bowls on the board, and banners on the wall ; 
Far chequering o'er the pictured window, plays 
The unwonted faggots' hospitable blaze; 
' And gay retainers gather round the hearth, 
With tongues all loudness, and with eyes all mirth. 10 

IL 

The chief of Lara is retum'd agsdn : 

And why^had Lara cross'd the bounding main ? 

Left by his sire, too young such loss to know, 

Lord of himself ;^— that heritage of wo, 

That fearful empire which the human breast 15 

But holds to rob the heart within of rest ! — 

roL, 11. p 
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With none to check, and few to point in time 
The thousand paths that slope the wa j to crime \ 
Then, when he most required commandment, till 
Had Lara's daring boyhood govem'd men. 
It sldOs not, boots not step by step to trace 
His youth through all the mazes of its race ; 
Short was the course his restlessness had run, 
But long enough to leare lum half undone. 

m. 

And Lara left m youth lus fether-land ; 
But from the hour he waved his parting hand 
Each trace wax'd funter of his course, till all 
Had nearly ceased lus memory to recall. 
His sire was dust, his vassals could declare, 
"Twas all they knew, that Lara was not there ; 
Nor sent, nor came he, till conjecture grew 
Gold in the many, anxious in the few. 
His hall scarce echoes with his wonted name. 
His portrait darkens in its fading frame, 
Another chief consoled his destined bride, 
The young forgot him, and the old had died ; 
*< Yet doth he live !" exclaims the impatient heir 
And sighs for sables which he must not wear. 
A hundred scutcheons deck with gloomy grace 
The Laras' last and longest dwelling place ; 
But one is absent from the mouldering file. 
That now were welcome in that Gothic pile. 
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IV. 

He comes at last in sudden loneliness, 

And whence they know not, why they need not guess ; 

They more might marrel, when the greeting's o'er, 4!^ 

Not that he came, but came not long before ; 

No train is hu beyond a smg^ page, 

Of foreign aspect, and of tender age. 

Tears had roD'd on, and fast they speed away 

To those that wander as to those that stay ; 59 

But lack of tidings from another clime 

Had lent a flagging wing to weary Time. 

They see, they recognise, yet almost deem 

The present dubious, or the past a dream. 

He lives, nor yet is past his manhood's prime, 55 
Though sear'd by toil, and something touch'd by time ; 
His faults, whate'er they were, if scarce forgot, 
Might be untaught him by his varied lot ; 
Nor good nor ill of late were known, hb name 
Might yet uphold his patrimonial fame : 60 

H» soul in youth was haughty, but his sins 
No more than pleasure from the stripling wins ; 
And such, if not yet harden'd in their course. 
Might be redeem'd. nor ask a long remorse. 

V. 

And they indeed were changed — 'tis quickly seen 65 
Whate'er he be^ 'twas not whathft h^dli«ft.\i\ 
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Thiil brm b faifow'd finM Ind fiiM aft iMty 
And ■phe of p—JoiWi bat of piwion pt; 
Tho pcidey but not file ffaPBt of Mrij di^ 
ColdpMi of mko, andcarfileimMi of perieej 

AhhAk dmmiioiir* — mj a ^'Im^i llut t«<Jr 

And tbat M^cMtk leitit/ of toi|giie» 
Tbe ilii«iai^ ofahout tiM wodd hath rfH^' 
That dartB b wiaming pkyfiilbMai aroondt 
And makes thoie fed Ibat win not own tiw woa 
AH these aaem'd lus, and sonwilhing motolieBaal 
Than i^ance eoidd weD reVeal, or aoeent bnathi 
Ambition, fjkwy, lore, die common afan. 
That some ean conquer, and that all would cUn 
Within iiis breast appeared no more to striye, 
Yet seem'd as lately they had been alive ; 
And some deep feeling it were rain to trace 
At moments lighten'd o'er his livid face. ■ 

VL 

Not much he loved long question of tiie past, 
Nor told of wondrous wilds, and deserts vast. 
In those far lands where he had wander'd lone, 
And — as himself would haveitseem-r-unknown: 
Yet these in vain his eye could scarcely scan. 
Nor glean experience from his fellow man ; 
But what he had beheld he shunn'd to show. 
As hardly worth a stranger's care to know ; 
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If sdU more prpng such inquiry grew, 

His brow fell darker, and his words more few. 

VII. 

Not unrejoiced to see him once again, H 

Warm was his welcome to the haunts of men ; 

Bora of high lineage, link'd in high command, 

He mingled with the Magnates of his land ; 

ioin'd the carousals of the great and gay, 

And saw them smile or sigh their hours away ; 100 

But still he only saw, and did not share 

The common pleasure or the general care ; 

He did not follow what they all pursued 

With hope still haffled still to be renew'd ; . 

Nor shadowy honour, nor substantial gain, 105 

Nor beauty's preference, and the rival's pain : 

Around him some mysterious circle thrown 

Repell'd approach, and show'd him still alone ; 

Upon his eye sate something of reproof 

That kept at least frivolity aloof; 1 10 

And things more timid tiiat beheld him near, 

In lUeiice gased, or whispered mutual fear ; 

And they the wiser, friendlier few confest 

They deem'd him better than his air exprest 

vra. 

Twas strange—in youth all action and all fife, 115 
Buning for pleasure, not aTersefrom strife ; 

p 2 



186 LARA. CANTO I. 

Woman — the field— the ocean — all that gave 

Promise of gladness, peril of a grave, 

In turn he tried — he ransack'd all below, 

And found his recompense in joy or wo, 120 

No tame, trite medium ; for his feelings sought 

In that intenseness an escape from thought: 

The tempest of his heart in scorn had gazed 

On that the feebler elements hath raised ; 

The rapture of his heart had look'd on high, 125 

And ask'd if greater dwelt beyond the sky : 

Chain'd to excess, the slave of each extreme, 

How woke he from the wildness of that dream ? 

Alas! he told not— but he did awake 

To curse the withered heart that would not break. 130 

IX. 

Books, for his volume heretofore was Man, 

With eye more curious he appeared to scan. 

And oft, in sudden mood, for many a day 

From all communion he would start away : 

And then, his rarely caird attendants said, 135 

Through night's long hours would sound his hurried 

tread 
O'er the dark gallery, where his fathers frown'd 
In rude but antique portraiture around: 
They heard, butwhisper'd— "f^o/ mustnotbeknown- 
'< The sound of words less earthly than his own. 140 
** YeSf they who chose m\gVit&tm\e^W\.%K^m«had seen 
'' They scarce knew wliat>but moit ^ikw\^wJA\i*s^ 

been. 
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^ Why gazed he so upon the ghastly head 
^ Which hands profane had gathered from the dead, 
*That still heside his opened volume lay, 145 

''As if to startle all save him away ? 
'^Why slept he not when others were at rest? 
''Why heard no music, and received no guest ? 
'^ Ail was not well they deem'd — but where the wrong? 
'* Some knew perchance — ^but 'twere a tale too long; 
''And such besides were too discreetly wise, 151 
** To more than hint their knowledge in surmise ; 
**But if they would— they could" — ^around the board, 
Thus Lara's vassals prattled of their lord. 

X. 

It was the night — and Lara's glassy stream 155 

The stars are studding, each with imaged beam : 

So calm, the waters scarcely seem to stray. 

And yet they glide like happiness away ; 

Reflecting far and fairy-like from high 

The inmiortal lights that live along the sky : 160 

Its banks are fringed with many a goodly tree, 

And flowers the fairest that may feast the bee : 

Such in her chaplet infant Dian wove, 

And Innocence would offer to her love. 

These deck the shore ; the waves their channel make 

In windings bright and mazy like the snake. 106 

All was so still, so soft m earth and airi 

You scarce would start to meet a spirit there ; 
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Secure tiiat nought of eril could defiglit 

To walk in such a scene, on such a ni^l 170 

It was a moment only for the good : 

So Lara deem'd, nor longer there he stood. 

But turned m silence to lus castle-gate ; 

Such scene his soul no more could contemplate : 

Such scene reminded him of other days, 179 

Of skies more cloudless, moons of purer blaze. 

Of ni^ts more soft and frequent, hearts that now— 

No— no--the storm may beat upon his brow, 

Unfelt — unsparing — but a night like this, 

A night of beauty, mock'd such breast as his. 180 

XI. 

He turned within his solitary hall, 

And his high shadow shot along the wall ; 

There were the painted forms of other times, 

•Twas all they left of virtues or of crimes, 

Save vague tradition ; and the gloomy vaults 18u 

That hid their dust, their foibles, and their faults ; 

And half a column of the pompous page. 

That speeds the specious tale from age to age ; 

Where history's pen its praise or blame supplies, 

And lies like truth, and still most truly lies. 190 

He wandering mused, and as the moonbeam shone 

Through the dim lattice o'er the floor of stone, 

And the high fretted roof, and saints, that there 

O'er Gothic windows knelt in pictured prayer, 
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Beflected in fantastic figures grew, 195 

Like life, but not like mortal life, to view ; 

His bristling locks of sable, brow of gloom. 

And the wide waving of his shaken plume, 

Glanced like a spectre's attributes, and gave 

His aspect |J1 that terror gives the grave. £00 

XII. 

Twas midnight— an was slumber ; the lone light 

DinmiM in the lamp, as loth to break the night 

Hark! there be murmurs heard in Lara's hdl— 

A sound — a voice — a shriek — a fearful call ! 

A long, loud shriek— and silence— did they hear 205 

That frantic echo burst the sleeping ear? 

They heard and rose, and tremulously brave 

Rush where the sound invoked their aid to save ; 

They come with half-lit tapers in their hands, 

And snatch'd in startled haste unbelted brands. 210 

XIII. 

Cold as the marble where his length was laid, 
Pale as the beam that o'er his features play'd, 
Was Lara stretch'd ; his half drawn sabre near, 
Dropp'd it should seem in more than nature's fear ; 
Yet he was firm, or had been firm till now, £1& 

And still defiance knit his gather'd brow ; 
Though mix'd with terror, senseless as he lay. 
There lived upon his lip the wish to slay ; 




« Uiere hkd dMl 
g pride ; M 

''^^'J, but not forsook, 
So Lara d. - .I^^jtadiator'a look, f 

But turn" ' . * "'^^spect could discloae, 
Suchsc '^>-^iio horrible repose. [f^ 

SucKf ^^f'^-'^ear hiia;-~hush! be breillMi,k 
Ofak ^^iJuab recoloura in bis cheeks, . IM 
Ofn' ^M ^^>;« its red, his eye, though dim, 
No * *> *nd wild, each slowly quiTeriag fimb 
y^ ^^p fUpction, but hii words are strun|^ 

^^ ibat aeem not of his native tongue ; M 

■ '_^ but Blrange, enough they understand 
p'^^ them ftcc«ntB of another land, 
■ .^■ich they were, and meant to meet an ear 
(tbears him not—alas! that cannot hear! 

XIV. 
is page approach'd, and he alone appear'd 3$i 
^ know the import of the words they beard ; 
And, by the ehangea of his cheek and brow, 
Aey Here not such as jLara should btow, 
Ifor he mterpret, yet with less surprise 
^lan those around tbeir chieftwn's fltate he eyes, S4fl 
But Lara's prostrate form he bent beside. 
And in that tongue which seem'd his own replied, 
And Lara heeds those tones that gently seem 
To sootfa away the horrors of his dream ; 
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If dream it were, that thus could overthrow £45 
A breast that needed not ideal wo. 



XV. . 

f^hate'er his phrensy dream'd or eye beheld, 

If yet remember'd ne'er to be reveal'd. 

Rests at his heart : the customed morning came, 

And breathed new vigour in his shaken frame ; S50 

And solace sought he none from priest nor leech, 

And soon the same in movement and in speech 

As heretofore he fill'd the passing hours, 

Nor less he smiles, nor more his forehead leurs 

Than these were wont; and if the coming night 255 

Appeared less welcome now to Lara's sight. 

He to his marvelling vassals show'd it not, 

Whose shuddering proved their fear was less forgot. 

In trembling pairs (alone they dared not) crawl 

The astonish'd slaves, and shun the fated hall ; £60 

The waving banner, and the clapping door, 

The rustling tapestry, and the echoing floor ; 

The long dim shadows of surrounding trees, 

The flapping bat, the night song of the breeze ; 

Aught they behold or hear their thought appals, £65 

As evening saddens o'er the dark gray walls. 

XVI. 

Vain thought ! that hour of ne'er unravdl'd gloom 
Came not again, or Lara could assume 
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Pdl mwnarjTaiwh^ then with iMiiei M^ 
Since woid, nor look, nor geitee of tiirir lord 
Botny^ o iMKng that neaird to dieoo 
t TbatfeTofd mpMont of to ndnd^fc diiMno, 

Waiha dream? waa hk the Toiee thatipahB . ffi 
iWaeitnmfewildaiecenffe; hb the ay that brake 
Their ihindMr? Ida the q^>reiB*d o'er-laboinfd heart . 
That ceaaed to beat, the kM^ that made fliem alnrt? 
Coold he who.thua had soffiBr'di ao foiget, 
When auehaaaaw that auiEuingihiadderjat? ttO 
Or did that aUenea prove hia memory ili*d 
Too deep te woidai inddlUe, unmiz'd 
Id that corroding secrecy which gnaws 
The heart to show the effect, but not the cause ? 
Not so in him ; his breast had buried both, 285 

Nor common gazers could discern the growth 
Of thoughts that mortal lips must leave half told ; 
They choke the feeble words that would unfold. 

XVII. 

In him inexplicably mix'd appear'd 

Much to be loved and hated, sought and feared ; 290 

Opinion varying o'er his hidden lot, 

In praise or railing ne'er his name forgot ; 

His silence form'd a theme for others' prate — 

They gues8M,they gazed,they fain would know his fate. 
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What had he been ? what was he, thus unknown, £95 

Who walked their world, his lineage only known ? 

A hater of his kind ? yet some would say, 

With them he could seem gay amidst the gay ; 

But own'd, that smile if oft observed and near, 

Waned in its mirth and withered to a sneer ; SCO 

That smile might reach his lip, but pass'd not by, 

None e'er could trace its laughter to his eye : 

Yet there was softness too in his regard, 

At times, a heart as not by nature hard. 

But once perceived, his spirit seem'd to chide 905 

Such weakness, as unworthy of its pride, 

And steel'd itself, as scorning to redeem 

One doubt from others half withheld esteem ; 

In self-inflicted penance of a breast 

Which tenderness might once have wrung from rest ; 

Id vigilance of grief that would compel 81 1 

The soul to hate for having loved too well. 

xvin. 

There was in him a vital scorn of all : 
As if the worst had fall'n which could befaO, 
He stood a stranger in this breathing worid, 815 
An erring spirit from another hurPd ; 
A tiling of dark imaginings, that shaped 
By choice the perils he by chance escaped ; 
But 'scaped in vain, for in their memory yet 
His mmd would half exult and half regret : SSi> 

VOL. II. Q, 
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Widi more capaci^ fw love dun eirth 

Bestows on most of mortal mould and birdit 

His eariy dreams of good ootstrippM ttie truth. 

And trouUed manhood fc^w^d baflfed youth ; 

With thought of years in phantom chase mispeiit,9ll5 j 

And wasted powers for better purpose lent; 

And fiery passions that had pour*d their wrath 

In hurried desolation o'er his path. 

And left the better feelings all at strife 

In wild reflection o'er his stormy life ; 9M 

But haughty still, and loth himself to Uanke, 

He caB^d on Nature's self to share the shame, 

And charged all foults upon the fleshly form 

She gave to clog the soul, and feast the worm ; 

Till he at last confounded good and ill, 355 

And half mistook for fate the acts of will : 

Too high for common selfishness, he could 

At times resign his own for others' good, 

But not in pity, not because he ought, 

But in some strange perversity of thought, 340 

That sway'd him onward with a secret pride 

To do what few or none would do beside ; 

And this same impulse would, in tempting time. 

Mislead his spirit equally to crime ; 

So much he soar'd beyond, or sunk beneath 84 r> 

The men with whom he felt condemned tu breathe. 

And long*d by good or ill to separate 

Himself from all who shared his mortal state : 
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id abhorring this had fix'd her throne 

tn the world, in re^ons of her own : 850 

)ldl J passing all that pass'd below, 

>d in temperate seeming now would flow : 

ppier if it ne'er with guilt had glow'd, 

r in that icy smoothness flowM ! 

e, with other men their path he walk'd, 85ft 

:e the rest in seeming ^dand talk'd, 

traged Reason's rules by flaw nor starts 

dness was not of the head but heart ; * 

rely wander'd in his speech, or drew 

ughtB 80 forth as to ofiend tiie yiew. 860 

XIX. 

II that chining mystery of mein, 

eimng gladness to remain unseen ; 

. (if 'twere not nature's boon) an art 

]g memory on another's heart: 

not love perchance — nor hate — nor aught 865 

'ords can image to express the thought ; 

ij who saw him did not see in rain, 

ice beheld, would ask of him again : 

ose to whom he spake remember'd weD, 

( the words, however light, would dwell : 870 

mew, nor how, nor why, but he entwined 

If perforce around the hearer's mind ; 

he was stamp'd, in liking, or in hate, 

ted once ; however brief the date 
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That friendfllup, pity, or ayerrion knew, 375 

Still there within the inmost thouj^^t he grew. 
You could not penetrate his soul, but found, 
Despite your wonder, to your own he wound ; 
His presence haunted still ; and from the breast 
He forced an all unwilling mterest: S80 

Vun was the struggle in that mental net, 
His spirit seem'd to dare you to forget ! 



There is a festiTal, where knights and dames^ 
And aught that wealth or lofty lineage daims 
Appear— « highborn and a welcome guest 985 

To Otho's ban came Lara with the rest. 
The long carousal shakes the illumined hall. 
Well speeds alike the banquet and the ball ; 
And the gay dance of bounding Beauty's train 
Links grace and harmony in happiest chain : 990 
Blest are the early hearts and gentle hands 
That mingle there in well according bands ; 
It is a sight the careful brow might smooth, 
And make Age smile, and dream itself to youth. 
And Youth forget such hour was past on earth, 995 
So springs the exultmg bosom to that mirth ! 

XXI. 

And Lara gazed on these, sedately glad, 
His brow belied him if his soul was sad ; 
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And his glance follow'dfast each fluttering fair, 

Whose steps of lightness woke no echo there : 400 

He lean'd against the lofty pillar nigh, 

With fohled arms and long attentive eye, 

Nor mark'd a glance so sternly fix'd on his — 

111 brook'd high Lara scrutiny like this : 

At length he caught it, 'tis a face unknown, 405 

But seems as searching his, and his alone ; 

Prying and dark, a stranger's by his mien, 

Who still till now had gazed on him unseen ; 

At length encountering meets the mutual gaze 

Of keen inquiry, and of mute amaze ; 410 

On LaatL*n glance emotion gathering grew, 

Ai if distrusting that the stranger threw ; 

Along the stranger's aspect fix'd and stem, 

Flash'd more than thence the vulgar eye could learn. 

XXII. 

** TIs he !" the stranger cried, and those that heard 
Re-echoed fast and far the whisper'd word. 416 

** "TRs he !" — " Tis who ?" they question far and near* 
Till louder accents rung on Lara's ear ; 
So widely spread, few bosoms well could brook 
The general marvel, or that single look ; 420 

But Lara stirr'd not, changed not, the surprise 
That sprung at first to his arrested eyes 
Seem'd now subsided, neither sunk nor raised 
Glanced his eye round, though still the stranger gaieed ; 

q 2 
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And drawing nigh, excUdm'd, with haughty sneer, 42S 
"Tis he! — how came he thence? — ^what doth he 
here ?" 

xxra. 

It were too much for Lara to pass by 

Such question, so repeated fierce and high ; 

With look collected, but with accent cold, 

More mildly firm than petulantly bold, 480 

He tum'd, and met the inquisitorial tone — 

<* My name is Lara ! — when thine own is known, 

" Doubt not my fitting answer to requite 

'* The unlook'd for courtesy of such a knight 

'* Tis Lara ! — further wouldst thou mark or ask ? 435 

" I shun no question, and I wear no mask." 

" Thou shun'st no question ! Ponder — is tliere none 
" Thy heart must answer, though thine ear would shun ? 
" And deem'st thou me unknown too ? Gaze again ! 
" At least thy memory was not given in vain. 440 
" Oh ! never canst thou cancel half her debt, 
" Eternity bids thee to forget." 
With slow and searching glance upon his face 
Grew Lara's eyes, but nothing there could trace 
They knew, or chose to know — with dubious look 445 
He deign'd no answer, but his head he shook, 
And half contemptuous turn'd to pass away ; 
But the stern stranger motion'd him to stay. ' 
*' A word I — I charge tVvee ata.^, axv^ %xvs7««^ Vvsw:e 

fine, who, wert thou no\Ae, vj^t^ N>ai ^^^^^ \^^ 



ciHTo I. LARA. 179 

" Bat as thou wast and art — nay, frown not, lord, 
''If false, 'tis easy to disprove the word — 
" But, as thou wast and art, on thee looks down, 
" Distrusts thy smiles, but shakes not at thy frown. 

" Art thou not he ? whose deeds " 

« Whate'er I be, 455 

" Words wild as these, accusers like to thee 
" I list no further ; those with whom they weigh 
** May hear the rest, nor venture to gainsay 
" The wondrous tale no doubt thy tongue can tell, 
** Which thus begins so courteously and well. 460 
^ Let Otho cherish here his polished guest, 
*' To him my thanks and thoughts shall be exprest" 
And here their wondering host hath interposed — 
^ Whate'er theroi be between you undisclosed, 
" This is no time nor fitting place to mar 465 

*' The mirthful meeting with a wordy war. 
'* If thou, Sir Ezzelin, hast ought to show 
** Which it befits Count Lara's ear to know, 
** To-morrow, here, or elsewhere, as may best 
** Beseem your mutual judgment, speak the rest; 470 
" I pledge myself for thee, as not unknown, 
" Though like Count Lara now retum'd alone 
** From other lands, almost a stranger grown ; 
" And if from Lara's blood and gentle birth 
" I augur right of courage and of worth, 475 

" He will not that untainted line belie, 
** Nor ai^ht tliat knighthood may accord, deny," 
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^ To-morrow be it,'' Ezzelin replitsd, 
^ And here our several worth and truth be tried ; 
*' I gage my life, my falchion to attest 480 

** My words, so may I mingle with the blest!*' 
What answers Lara? to its centre shrunk 
His soul, in deep abstraction sudden sunk ; 
The words of many, and the eyes of all 
That there were gathered, seem'd on him to fall ; 485 
But his were silent, his appeared to stray 
. In far forgetfulness away — away — 
Alas ! that heedlessness of all around 
Bespoke remembrance only too profound. 

XXIV. 

" To-morrow ! — ay, to-morrow !" further word 490 
Than those repeated none from Lara heard ; 
Upon his brow no outward passion spoke, 
From his large eye no flashing anger broke ; 
Yet there was something fix'd in that low tone. 
Which show'd resolve, determined, though unknown. 
He seized his cloak — his head he slightly bow'd, 496 
And passing Ezzelin, he left the crowd ; 
And, as he pass'd him, smiling met the frown 
With which that chieftain's brow would bear him down : 
It was nor smile of mirth, nor struggling pride 500 
That curbs to scorn the wrath it cannot hide ; 
But that of one in his own heart secure 
OfaU that he would do, or could endure. 
Could this mean peace ? tVie ca\rc\v\ea% ol^^ ^'Ci^^ 
Or ^•^••^■ifcw old in desperate \iai^\\io^^'^ '^^'^ 
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Alas ! too like in confideDce are each, 
For man to trust to mortal look or speech ; 
From deeds, and deeds alone, may he discern 
Truths which it wrings the unpractised heart to learn. 

XXV. 

And Lara call'd his page, and went his way—- 510 

Well could that stripling word or sign obey : 

His only follower from those climes afar. 

Where the soul glows beneath a brighter star; 

For Lara left the shore from whence he sprung, 

In duty patient, and sedate though young ; 515 

Silent as him he served, his faith appears 

Above his station, and beyond his years. 

Though not unknown the tongue of Lara's land, 

In such from him he rarely heard command ; 

But fleet hb step, and clear his tones would come, 5S0 

When Lara's lip breathed forth the words of home; 

Those accents as his native mountains dear, 

Awake their absent echoes in his ear. 

Friends', kindreds', parents', wonted voice recall. 

Now lost, abjured, for one — ^his friend, his all : 525 

For him earth now disclosed no other guide ; 

What marvel then he rarely left his side ? 

XXVI. 

Light was his form, and darkly delicate 
That brow whereon his native sun had sate. 
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The tridai of joiidif tiie frolics of the page ; 
For hours on liura he would fix his glance, 
As all-forgotten In that watchful trance ; 541^ 

And from his chief withdrawn, he wandeHd lone, 
Brief were his answers, and his questions none ; 
His walk the wood, his sport some foreign book ; 
His resting-place the bank that curbs the brook : 
He seemed, Hke him he serred, to live apart 550 

From all that lures the eye, and fills the heart ; 
To know no brotherhood, and take from earth 
No gift beyond that bitter boon — our birth. 

XXVII. 

if aught be lored, Hwas Iiara.\ but w«& «Kqwq 

r Af<ft in reverence and \u 4e«^^ ^tv^\ W» 
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Id mute attention ; and his care, which guessM 

Each wish, fulfiU'd it ere the tongue expressM. 

Still there was haughtiness in all he did, 

A q>irit deep that brook'd not to be chid ; 

His zeal, though more than that of servile hands, 560 

In act alone obeys, his air commands ; 

As if 'twas Lara's less than his desire 

That thus he served, but surely not for hire. 

Slight were the tasks enjoin'd him by his lord. 

To hold the stirrup, or to bear the sword ; 565 

To tune his lute, or if he wiird it morev 

On tomes of other times and tongues to pore ; 

But ne^er to mingle with the menial train, 

To whom he' show'd nor deference nor disdain. 

But that well-worn reserve which proved he knew 570 

No sympathy with that familiar crew : 

His soul, whatever his station or his stem, 

Could bow to Lara, not descend to them. 

Of higher birth he seem'd, and better days, 

Nor mark of vulgar toil that hand betrays^ 575 

So femininely white it might bespeak 

Another sex, when match'd with that smooth cheek, 

But for his garb, and something in his gaze. 

More wild and high than woman's eye betrays ; 

A latent fierceness that far more became 580 

His fiery climate than his tender frame : 

True, in his words it broke not from his breast, 

But from his aspect might be nK>re than guess'd. 
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Kaled his name, though rumour said he bore 
Another ere he left his mountain shore ; 585 

For sometimes he would hear, however mgh. 
That name repeated loud without replj. 
As unfamiliar, or, if roused again, 
Start to the sound, as but remembered then ; 
Unless twas Lara's wonted Toice that spake, 590 
For then, ear, eyes, and heart would all awake. 

xxvin. 

He had looked down upon the festive hall. 
And mark'd that sudden strife so mark'd of all ; 
And when the crowd around and near him told 
Their wonder at the calmness of the bold, 595 

Their marvel how the high-born Lara bore 
Such insult from a stranger, doubly sore, 
The colour of young Kaled went and came, 
The lip of ashes, and the cheek of flame ; 
And o'er his brow the dampening heart-drops threw 600 
The sickening iciness of that cold dew, 
That rises as the busy bosom sinks 
With heavy thoughts from which reflection shrinks. 
Yes — ^there be things that we must dream and dare, 
And execute ere thought be half aware : 605 

Whate'er might Kaled's be, it was enow 
To seal his lip. but agonise his brow. 
He gazed on Ezzelin till Lara cast 
That sidelong smile upon the knight he past ; 
When Kaled saw that smWe \v\s V\?.^^t ^^VL^ 6 10 

^^oa something recogaiae^x^^'^^^'^^^ 
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His memory read id such a meaning more 
Than Lara's aspect unto others wore : 
Forward he pprung — a moment, both were gone, 
And an within that hall seem'd left alope ; 619 

Each had so fix'd his eye on Lara's mien. 
All had so mix'd their feelings with that scene, 
That when his long dark shadow through the porch 
No more relieves the glare of yon high torch, 
Each pulse beats quicker, and all bosoms seem 620 
To bound as doubting from too black a dream. 
Such as we know is false, yet dread in sooth, 
Because the worst is ever nearest truth. 
And they are gone — ^but Ezzelin is there. 
With thoughtful visage and imperious air; 625 

•But long remained not; ere an hour expired 
He waved his hand to Otho, and retired. 

XXIX. 

The crowd are gone, the revellers at rest; 
The courteous host, and all-approving guest, 
Again to that accustom'd couch must creep 6S0 
Where joy subsides, and sorrow sighs to sleep. 
And man o'er-labour'd with his being's strife, 
Shrinks to that sweet forgetf ulness of life : 
There lie love's feverish hope, and cunning's guile, 
Hate's working brain, and luU'd ambition's wile ; 635 
O'er each vain eye oblivion's pinions wave. 
And quench'd existence crouches in a grave, 

VOL. //. R 
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I. 

NIGHT wanesjthe vapoun round the mountains curl'd 

Mett into morn, and Light awakes. the worid. 

Man has another day to swell the past, 

And lead him near to little, but his last ; 

But mighty Nature bounds as from her birth, 650 

The sun is in the heavens, and life on earth ; 

Flowers in the valley, splendour in the beam. 

Health on the gale, and freshness in the stream. 

Immortal man ! behold her glories shine. 

And cry, exulting inly, ** they are thine !" 655 

Ckoe on, while yet thy gladdened eye may see ; 

A morrow comes when they are not for thee : 

And grieve what may above thy senseless bier. 

Nor earth nor sky will yield a single tear ; 

Nor cloud shall gather more, nor leaf shall fall, 660 

Nor gale breathe forth one sigh for thee^ for all ; 
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Bat eraepbs tiiiiip riian i«f«l ui llMir ipoily 
JUid fit ttij day to fertiliM Ifae iMiL 

Tb iiioiii—*ti8 pobh ■Mrnnbliw! in llie haO^ 
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Tb DOW the prondi'd hour, tibat nmt procfaJm 
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To meet it in the eye of man and hesfen. 
Why comes he no^? Sqch truths to be dimkedt 
eihinks the aecusei^ rest Is long indnlfed. 

in. 

The hour is past, and Lara too is there, 

With self-confidiDg, coldly patient sdr ; 67$ 

Why comes not Ezzelin ? The hour is past, 

And murmurs rise, and Otho^s brow 's overcast.- 

^ I know my friend ! his faith I cannot fear, 

'* If yet he be on earth, expect him here ; 

*' The roof that held him in the valley stands 680 

** Between my own and noblie Lara's lands ; 

*< My halls from such a gue^ had honour gained, 

*< Nor had Sir Ezzelin his host disdain'd, 

<'^But that some previous proof forbade his stay, 

'* And urged him to prepare against to-day ; 689^ 
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** The word I pledged for his I pledge again, 
** Or will myself redeem his knighthood's stain." 

He ceased — and Lara answerM, *' I am here 

** To lend at thy demand a listening ear ; 

** To tales of evil from a stranger^s tongue, 690 

" Whose words already might my heart have wrung, 

^ but that I deem'd him scarcely less than mad, 

** Or, at the worst, a foe ignobly bad. 

^ I know him not — but me it seems he knew 

^ In lands where — but I must not trifle too : 695 

** Produce this babbler — or redeem the pledge ; 

^ Herein thy hold, and with thy falchion's edge." 

Proud Otho on the instant, reddening, threw 

His glove on earth, and forth his sabre llew. 

" The last alternative befits me best, 700 

** And thus I answer for mine absent guest." 

With cheek unchanging from its sallow gloom. 

However near his own or other's tomb ; 

With hand, whose almost careless coolness spoke. 

Its grasp well-used to deal the sabre-stroke ; 705 

With eye, though calm, determined not to spare. 

Did Lara too his willing weapon bare. 

In vain the circling chieftains round them closed, 

For Otho's phrensy would not be opposed ; 

And from his lip those words of insult fell— 710 

His sword is good who can mamtam \SckKai^^^« 

R 2 
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So fitde sparing to the foe he fdFd, 

Hist when the apprnarhing crowd Iub arm witliliddy 

He almost turned flie tfairstj point on tlioae, 7S8 

Who thus for mercj dared to interpose ; 

Bat to a moment's thou^t that purpose hent; 

Yet look'd he on him stiD with eye intent, 

As if he loathed the ineffectual strife 790 

That left a foe, howe'er overthrown, widi fife ; 

As if to search how far the wound he gave 

Had sent its victim onward to his grave. 

V. 

Thej raised the bleeding Otho, and the Leech 
Forbade aU preseot question, sign, and speech ; 795 
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Tlie otiiere met within a nei^bouring hall, 

And he, incensed and heedless of them all, 

The cause and conqueror in this sudden fra j, 

In haughty silence slowly strode away ; 

He backM his steed, his homeward path he took) 740 

Nor cast on Otho's towers a single look. 

VI. 

But where was he ? that meteor of a nighty 

Who menaced but to disappear with light? 

Where was this Ezzelin ? who came and went 

To leave no other trace of his intent 745 

He left the dome of Otho long ere mora, 

In darkness, yet so well the path was worn 

He could not miss it : near his dwelling lay ; 

But there he was not, and with coming day 

Came fast inquiry, which unfolded nought 750 

Except the absence of the chief it sought 

A chamber tenantless, a steed at rest, 

His host alarm'd, his murmuring squires distrest : 

Their search extends along, around the path, 

In dread to meet the marks of prowlers^ wrath : 755 

But none are there, and not a brake hath home. 

Nor gout of blood, nor shred of mantle torn ; 

Nor fall nor struggle hath defaced the grass. 

Which still retains a mark where murder was ; 

Nor dabbling fingers left to tell the tale, 760 

The bitter print of each convulsive nail, 

When agoaised hands that cease to ^Vksuc^^ 

Wound in that pang the sinoot]i[iiie^ Qt\!Ckft^v;'»\. 
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Some such had been, if here a life was reft. 

But these were not ; and doubting hope is left ; 765 

And strange suspicion, whispering Lara's name, 

Now daily mutters o'er his blackenM fame ; 

Then sudden silent when his form appeared. 

Awaits the absence of the thing it fearM 

Again its wonted wondering to renew, 770 

And dye conjecture with a darker hue. 

VII. 

Days roll along, and Otho*s wounds are heal'd, 

But not his pride ; and hate no more concealM : 

He was a man of power, and Lara's foe, 

The friend of all who sought to work him wo, 775 

And from his country's justice now demands 

Account of Ezzelin at Lara's hands. 

Who else than Lara could have cause to fear 

His presence ? who had made him disappear, 

If not the man on whom his menaced charge 780 

Had sate too deeply were he left at large ? 

The general rumour ignorantly loud, 

The mystery dearest to the curious crowd ; 

The seeming friendlessness of him who strove 

To vrin no confidence, and wake no love ; 785 

The sweeping fierceness which his soul betray'd. 

The skill with which he wielded his keen blade ; 

Where had his arm unwarlike caught that art ? 

Where had that fierceness grown upon his heart ? 
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For it was not the blind capricious rage 790 

A word can kindle and a word assuage ; 
But the deep working of a soulunmix'd 
With aught of pity where its wrath had fix'd; 
Such as long power and overgorged success 
Concentrates into all that's merciless : 795' 

These, link'd with that desire which ever sways 
Mankind^ the rather to condemn than praise, 
'Gainst Lara gathering raised at length a storm, 
Such as himself might fear, and foes would form, 
And he must answer for the absent head 806 

Of one that haunts him still, alive or dead. 

vra. 

Within that land was many a malcontent, 

Who cursed the tyranny to which he bent ; 

That soil full many a wringing despot saw. 

Who worked his wantonness in form of law : 805 

Long war without and frequent broil within 

Had made a path for blood and giant sin. 

That waited but a ugnal to begin 

New havock, such as civil discord blends, 

Which knows no neuter, owns but foes or friends : 816 

Fix'd in his feudal fortress each was lord, 

In word and deed obeyed, in soul abhorr'd. 

Thus Lara had inherited his lands. 

And with them pining hearts and sluggish hands ; 

But that long absence from lus native clime 815 

fiadJeft Mm stainless of oppres^ioxC^ ^ycox^^^ 
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Much he would speak not, but beneath hu roof 

They found asylum oft, and ne'er reproof. 

And they who watch'd might mark that day by day. 

Some new retainers gather'd to his sway ; 

But most of late, since Ezzelin was lost, S95 

He play'd the courteous lord and bounteous host : 

Perchance his strife with Otho made him dread 

Some snare prepared for his obnoxious head ; 

Whate'er his view, his favour more obtains 

With these, the people, than his fellow thanes. 840 

If this were policy, so far 'twas sound. 

The million jadged but of him as they found ; 

From him by sterner chiefs to exile driven 

They but required a shelter, and 'twas ^ven. 
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By him no peasant moum'd his rifled cot» 849 

And scarce the Serf could murmur o'er his lot ; 

With him old avarice found its hoard secure, 

With him contempt forbore to mock the poor ; 

Youth present cheer and promised recompense 

Detain'd, till all too late to part from thence : 850 

To hate he offerM, with the conung change, 

The deep reyersion of delayM reyenge ; 

To lore, long baffled by the unequal match 

The weU-won charms success was sure to, snatch. 

AD now was ripe, he waits but to proclaim 855 

That slavery nothing which was still a name. 

The moment came, the hour when Otho thought 

Secure at last the vengeance which he sought : 

His sununons found the destined criminal 

Be^prt by thousands in his swarming hall, 860 

Fresh from thebr feudal fetters newly riven, 

Defying earth, and confident of heaven. 

That morning he had freed the soil-bound slaves 

Who dig no land for tyrants but then* graves ! 

Such is thdr cry— some watchword for the fight 865 

Must vindicate the wrong, and warp the right : 

Reli^on— freedom — vengeance — ^whatyou will, 

A word's enough to raise mankind to kill ; 

Some factious phrase by cunning caught and spread. 

That guilt may reign,and wolves and worms be fed! 870 

IX 

Tbroi^bout that clime the feuds\ cYiL\ei<&\^\ ^^\\(^ 
Such 8waj, tbm infant monarcYiYiax^^ i^v^^% 
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Now was the hour for faction's rebel growfli. 

The Serfs contemn'd the one^ and hated both: 

They waited but a leader, and they found 87S 

One to their cause inseparably bound ; 

By circumstance compell'd to plunge agaiOf 

In self-defence, amidst the strife of men. 

Cut off by some mysterious fate from those 

Whom birth and nature meant not for his foes, 880 

Had Lara from that night, to him accurst, i 

Prepared to meet, but not alone, the worst: 

Some reason urged, whatever it was, to shun 

Inquiry into deeds at ^stance done ; 

By nungling with his own the cause of all, 885 

E'en if he fail'd, he still delay'd his feU. 

The sullen calm that long his bosom kept. 

The storm that once had spent itself and slept. 

Roused by events that seem'd foredoom'd to urge 

His gloomy fortunes to their utmost verge, 890 

Burst forth, and made him all he once had been, 

And is again ; he only changed the scene. 

Light care had he for life, and less for fame. 

But not less fitted for the desperate game : 

He deem'd himself marked out for other's hate, 895 

And mock'd at ruin so they shared his fate. 

What cared he for the freedom of the crowd ? 

He raised the humble but to bend the proud. 

He had hoped quiet in his sullen lair. 

But man and destiny beset him there : 900 
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Inured to hunters he was found at hay, 

And they must kill, they cannot snare the prey. 

Stem, unambitious, silent, he had heen 

Henceforth a calm spectator of life's scene ; 

But dragg'd again upon the arena, stood 

A leader not unequal to the feud ; 

In voice — ^mien— gesture — savage nature spoke. 

And from his eye the gladiator broke. 

X. 

What boots the oft-repeated tale of strife. 
The feast of vultures, and the waste of life ? 910 

The varying fortune of each separate field, 
The fierce that vanquish, and the fadnt that yield ? 
The smoking ruin, and the crumbled wall ? 
In this the struggle was the same with all ; 
Save that distemper'd passions lent their force 91 d 
In Inttemess that banish'd all remorse. 
None sued, for Mercy knew her cry was vain, 
The captive died upon the battle-slain : 
In either cause, one rage alone possest 
The empire of the alternate victor's breast; 9£0 
And they that smote for freedom or for sway, 
DeemM few were slain, while more remain'd to slay. 
It was too late to check the wasting brand. 
And Desolation reap'd the famish'd land ; 
The torch was lighted, and the flame was spread, 925 
And Carnage smiled upon her daily dead. 
vou lu s 
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in Unil eonfiHkMi OB the foe Oey ptwi,* 

And Afadc to iitrJi iito lecnre racoBii* 

Hm hat of bcMCy, aad te lUiet ofkite, 

Iato on tiie brokeii briguidi to thrir ftle ; 

LiYamhe dolhiHMtie*er«chiefmqr«hi, M 

Tn awek tiie heedkng ftoy c^tfnt crew ; 

In Tifai Aflir stnbboni ardour he wooU tnne^ 

Thehend flietkhidleicaiiiKii^pHDditiie fluney 

The waiy fbe aloii^ heih toni'd their mood 

And shofm their rashiMBs to that erring hrood : 94 

The feigned retreat, the nightly ambuscade, 

The daily harass, and the fight delay*d. 

The long privation of ^e hoped supply, 

The tentless rest beneath the humid sky, 

The stubborn waD that mocks the leagoer^s art, 94 

And palls the patience of his baffled heart. 

Of these they had not deem'd : the battle-day 

l%ey could encounter as a veteran may ; 

But more preferred the fury of tiie strife. 

And present death to hourly suffering life : 94 

And famine wrings, and fever sweeps away 

His numbek^ melting fast from their array : 
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Intemperate triumph fades to disconteaty 

And Lara's soul alone seems still unbent : 

But few remain to aid his voice and hand, 95d 

And thousands dwindled to a scanty band: 

Desperate, though few, the last and best remained 

To moum the discipline they late disdained* 

One hope survives, the frontier is not fisr, 

And thence they may escape from native war; 860 

And bear within them to the neighbouring state 

An exile's sorrows, or an outlaw's hate: 

Utrd is the task their father land to quit, 

But harder still to perish or submit. 

xn. 

It is resolved — they march-— consenting Night 96? 

Guides with her star their dim and torchless flight; 

Already they perceive its tranquil beam 

Sleep on the surface of the barrier stream ; 

Afaready they descry — ^Is yon the bank ? 

Away! 'tis lined with many a hostile rank. 970 

Return or fly !— What glitters in the rear ? 

Tis Otho's banner — the pursuer's spear ! 

Are those the shepherds' fires upon the height ? 

Alas ! they blaze too widely for the flight : 

Cut off from hope, and compass'd in the toil, 975 

Less blood perchance hath bought a richer spofl ! 

xm. 

A womeat's pause, 'tis but to Y)Teat]i<& ^«a \^\A^ 
OrBbaU they onward press, or Yiete m^^oaXasA'^ 
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AadeeisbiitfiMrtootranqidlfordeiiMir; III 

A aometfamg of im^erence more than then 

Becomes the bravest, if thej feel for men — 

He tum'd hbeye on Kaled, ever near, 

And stin too faithful to betray one fear ; 

Perchance 'twasbut the moon's ^m twilight threw 99$ 

Along his aspect an unwonted hue 

Of mournful paleness, whose deep tint exprest 

The truth, and not the terror of his breast 

This Lara markM, and laid his hand on his : 

It trembled not in such an hour as this ; 1000 

His lip was nknt, scarcely beat his heart. 

His eye alone proclaimed, ^ We will not part ! 

''Thy band may perish, or thy friends may flee, 

'' Farewell to life, but not adieu to thee!" 
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The word hath pass'd his lips, and onward driven, 1006 
Pours the link'd hand through ranks asunder riven ; 
"WeU has each steed obey'd the armed heel, 
And flash the scimitars, and rings the steel ; 
Outoumber'd not outbraved, thej still oppose 
Despair to daring, and a front to foes ; 101§ 

And blood is mingled with the dashing stream, 
Which runs all redly till the morning beam. 

XV. 

Commanding, aiding, animating aU, 

Where foe appear'd to press, or friend to fall. 

Cheers Lara's voice,and waves or strikes his steel, 1015 

Inspiring hope, himself had ceased to feel. 

None fled, for well they knew that flight were vain ; 

But those that waver turn to smite again, 

While yet they find the firmest of the foe 

Recoil before their leader's look and blow : . 1020 

Now girt with numbers, now almost alone. 

He foils their ranks, or reunites his ovm ; 

Himself he spared not — once they seemM to fly — 

Now was the time, he waved his hand on high. 

And shook — ^why sudden droops that plumed crest? 

The shaft is sped— ^the arrow's in his breast! 

That fatal gesture left the unguarded side. 

And Death hath stricken down yon arm of pride. 

The word of triumph fainted from his tongue ; 

That hand, so raised, how droopingly it hung ! lOSO 

S2 
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Bot'iifBt dM iword imdiictivQlj raluMi 
Thoqi^ from its fUUnriliriiik the frHif nins; 
These Kded niatielMS : dbif iHdi tfie Mow, 
And MiHiden bendiiis o*er hh taddle-b«vr, . 

Percmee not Liim that hk emdoot pe^e IW | 

Bepulet hb dutrger from llie eombefi nge : 
Meeotime hb foHowen charge, and dHurge agnn ; 
Too nux'd the ihiywi BOW to heed the ahrm I 

XVI. 

Daj i^mmers on the dying and the dead, 
Hie doTon cuhrasa, and the helmleH head ; IM 
The wartene masterleaa k on the earth. 
And that teat gasp hath burst his blood J gfatii ; 
And near yet quivering with what life remain'd, 
The heel that urged him and the hand that reined ; 
And some too near that rolling torrent lie, 1049 

Whose waters mode the lip of those that die ; 
That panting thirst which scorches in the breath 
Of those that die the soldier's fiery death, 
In vain impels the burning mouth to crave 
One drop— the last--to cool it for the grave ; 107) A 
With feeble and convulsive effort swept, 
Their limbs along the crimson'd turf have crept ; 
The faint remains of life such struggles waste, 
But yet they reach the stream, and bend to taste : 
They feel its freshness, and almost partake — 105;) 
Why pause ? No further thirst have they to slaki 
Jfcj^nquenchM, and yet they feel it not ; 
^■B a^ny — ^b^t now Cot^ol*. 
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xvn. 

Beneath a lime, remoter from the scene, 

Where but for him that strife had never been, 1060 

A breathing but devoted warrior lay: 

Twas Lara bleeding fast from life away. 

His follower once, and now his only guide. 

Kneels Kaled watchful o^er his welling side, 

And with his scarf would staunch the tides that rush, 

IVith each convulsion, in a blacker gush ; 1066 

And then, as his faint breathing waxes low, 

In feebler, not less fatal tricklings flow : 

He scarce can speak, but motions him 'tis vain, 

And merely adds another throb to pain. 1070 

He clasps the hand that pang which would assuage, 

And sadly smiles his thanks to that dark page 

Who nothing fears, nor feels, nor heeds, nor sees. 

Save that damp brow which rests upon his knees ; 

Save that pale aspect, where the eye, though dim, 1071^ 

Held all the light that shone on earth for him. 

XVIIL 

The foe arrives, who long had searched the field. 
Their triumph nought till Lara too should yield ; 
They would remove him, but they see 'twere vain. 
And he regards them with a calm disdain, 1080 

That rose to reconcile him with his fate, 
And that escape to death from living hate : 
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Aod (Klio eonttB, and leqmig from hb rila^ 
LooboD tlie bleefing foe that made himlilfied. 
And qneatioiia ofhb atafe; he anawera ael^ lOtf 
Searee i^anees on him as on one forgot^ 
And turns to Kaled:— each renudidng word^ 
They undentood not, if distfaictiy heard ; 
£D8 dying fbnes are in that other tongoe, 
To iHiidi aonie sinuiigeremembnuiee wBdty dingalOti 
They spake pf other scenes, hut what-4s kneiwn 
To Kaled, wlM>m their meaning reaehMakme ; 
And lie repHed, thoo^ faintly, to tibeir sound. 
While gaxed the rest in dumh amaiement found : 
They seem'd even tiien— tint twdn— HnttotiiehMt 
To half forget the present in the past; lOM 

To share between themselves some separate fote, 
Whose darkness none beside should penetrate. 

XIX. 

Their words though faint were many— from the tone 
Their import those who heard could judge alone ; 1100 
From this, you might have deem'd youngKaled's death 
More near than Lara's by his voice and breath, 
So sad, so deep, and hesitating broke 
The accents his scarce-moving pale lips spoke ; 
But Lara's voice though low, at first was clear 1 105 
And calm, till murmuring death gasp'd hoarsely near 
But from his visage little could we guess, 
inrepentant, dark, and passionless, 
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Save that when struggling nearer to hiftlast, 

Upon that page his eye was kindly cast ; 1110 

And once as Kaled's answering accents ceast, 

Rose Lara's hand, and pointed to the East : 

Whether (as then the breaking sun from hi^ 

Roll'd back the clouds) the morrow caught his eye. 

Or that 'twas chance, or some remember'd scene 1111^ 

That raised his arm to point where such had been, 

Scarce Kaled seem'd to know, but tum'd away, 

As if his heart abhorr'd that coming day. 

And shrunk hb glance before that morning lights 

To look on Lara's brow — ^where all grew ni^ht. 1120i 

Yet sense seem'd left, though better were its loss ; 

For when one near display'd the absolving cross. 

And proffer'd to his touch the holy bead. 

Of which his parting soul might own the need, 

He look'd upon it with an eye profane, 1125 

And smiled — Heaven pardon ! if 'twere with disdain :. 

And Kaled, though he spoke not, nor withdrew 

From Lara's face his fix'd despairing view, 

With brow repulsive, and with gesture swift, 

Flung back the hand which held the sacred gift, IIM 

As if such but disturbed the expiring man. 

Nor seem'd to know his life but then began, 

That life of Immortality, secure 

To none, save them whose foith in Christ is sure, - 
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But gasping heaved the breath that Lara drew, IIM 

Anddutl the film along his dim eye grew 

Bis limbs stretcb'd lluttering,and his bead droop'd o'er 

The weak yei still untiring knee that bore ; 

He pressed the hand he held upon his heart — 

It beata DO more, but Kaled wilt not part 1140 

With the cold grasp, but feels, and feels in rain, 

For that faint throb which answers aot again. 

" It beats !" — Away, thou dreamerl he is gone — 

It ODce was Lara which thou look's! upon. 

XXI. 
Hegazed.asifnotyeth&dpass'daway IIM I 

The haughty s|ririt of that humble clay t 
And those around have roused him Irom his tnoc^ 
But caiinot tear from thence his fixed (^ance; 
And who) in rainng lum from where be bora 
Whhui hU ftrau the form tiiat felt no more, lisa 
He taw the head hia breast would still nutain, 
RaO down like earth to earth upon the plain ; 
Ho did not dash himself thereby, nor tear 
The glossy tendrils of hia raven hair, 
But BlK)Te to stand and gaae, but reel'd and f^ 11S5 
Scaree breathing more than that he loved ao weB. 
Than that A« loved! Oh! never yet beneath 
The breast of man such trusty love may breathe • 
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miat trying moment bath at once reveal'd 

The secret long and yet but half-conceal'd ; 1160 

In baring to revive that lifeless breast, 

Its grief seem'd ended, but the sex confest ; 

And life retum'd, and Kaled felt no shame — 

What now to her was Womanhood or Fame ? 

XXII. 

And Lara sleeps not where his fathers sleep, 1 165 

But where he died his grave was dug as deep ; 

Kor is his mortal slumber less profound, [mound ; 

Though priest nor bless'd, nor marble deck'd the 

And he was moum'd by one whose quiet grief, 

Less loud, outlasts a people's for their chief. 1170 

Vain was all question ask'd her of the past. 

And vain e'en menace — silent to the last ; 

She told nor whence, nor why she left behind 

Her all for one who seem'd but little kind. 

Why did she love him ? Curious fool ! — ^be still — 1 175 

Is human love the growth of human will ? 

To her he might be gentleness; the stem 

Have deeper thoughts than your dull eyes discern. 

And when they love, your smilers guess not how 

Beats the strong heart, though less the lips avow. 1 1 80 

They were not common linkS) that form'd the chain 

That bound to Lara Kaled's heart and brain ; 

But that urild tale she brook'd not to unfold. 

And seal'd is now each lip that could have tokl. 
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^%ey kid him in the earth, and on his breast, ij 
Besides die wound that -seat his soul to rest. 

They found the scaltcr'd dints of many a scar, | 
I Wliich were not planted there in recent war ; 

Where'er had pass'd his summer years of life, % 

It seems they vanish'd in a land of strife ; tS 

But all unknown bis glory or hie guilt, ^ 
These only told that somewhere blood was spilt, ' 

I And Ezzelin, who might have spolce the past, ' 

I Return'd no more— that night appear'd his last, 1 

XXIV. \ 

Upon that night (a peasant's is the tale] 111 

A Serf that cross'd the inteirenii^ »ale, 
When Cynthia's light almost gave way to moni,^ ' 
And nearly veird in mist her waning horn ; 
A Serf, that rose betimes to thread the wood. 
And hew the bough that bought his childrea^ food, 
Pass'd by the river that diridea fiie plain vA 

Of Otho's lands and Lara's broad domain : 
He heard a tramp — a horse and horseman brok% 
From out the wood— before him was a doak 
Wrq>t round some burthen at his uddle-bow, lit 
Bent was his head, and hidden was his brow. ' 
Roused by the sudden sight at such a time. 
And some foreboding that it might be crime, 
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Simtelf unheeded watched the stranger's eourse, 
Who reached the rirer, bounded from his horse, 1210 
Ind liftiDg thence the burthen which he bore, 
leavM up the bank, and dash'd it from the shore, 
[ben paused, and lookM, and tum'd, and seem'd to 

watch, 
And sdD another hurried glance would snatch. 
And foDow with his step the stream that flow'd, 121 d 
As if even yet too much its surface showM: 
At(mce he started, stoop'd around him stroim 
Ihe w^pter floods had scatter'd heaps of stone ; 
Of these the heaviest &ence he gather^ there, 
And shmg them with a more than common care. 1220 
HMntime the Serf had crept to where unseen 
Honself might safely mark what this might mean ; 
Be caught a gHmpee, as of a floating breast. 
And something gtitter'd starlike on the vest. 
But ere he well could marie the buoyant trunk, 1225 
A massy fragment smote it, and it sunk : 
It rose again but indistinct to iriew. 
And left the waters of a purple hue, 
llien deeply disappearM: the horseman gazed 
nUebb'd the latest eddy it had raised; 1230 

Vhfea turning, vaulted on his pawing steed. 
And instant spurr'd him into panting speed. 
Hb face was mask'd--4he features of the dead. 
If dead it were, escaped the observer's dread; 
But if m sooth a star its bosom bore, 1295 

Such is the badge tt^at knighthood ever wore, 
TOL. II. T 



£18 



Ths event in section 24, Canto 3d, was suggested bj 
the description of the death or rather burial of the Duke 
ef Gandia. 

The most interesting and particular account of this 
mjsterious event, is given by Burchard ; and is in sub- 
stance as follows : ' << On the eighth day of June, the 
cardinal of Valenza, and the Duke of GaAdia, sons of 
the pope, supped with their mother, Vanozza, near the 
church of & Pietro advintula ; several other persons be- 
ing present at the entertainment. A late hour approach- 
ing, and the cardinal having reminded his brother, that 
It was time to return to the apostolic palace, they mount- 
ed their horses or mules, with only a few attendants, and 
proceeded together as far as the palace of cardinal As- 
canio Sforza, when the duke informed the cardinal^ that 
beA>re he returned home, he had to pay a visit of plea- 
snie. Dismissing therefore all his attendants, excepting 
his ttafierOf or footman, and a person in a mask, who 
had paid him a visit whilst at supper, and who, during 
the space of a month, or thereabouts, previous to this 
time, had called upon him almost daily, at the apostolic 
palace, he took this person behind him on his mule, and 
proceeded to the street of the Jews, where he quitted his 
servant, directing him to remain there until a certain 
hour ; when, if he did not return, he might repair to the 
palace. The duke then seated the person in the mask 
behind him, rode, I know not whither ; but in that night 
he was assassinated, and thrown into the river. The 
servant after having been dismissed, was also assaulted 
and nortally wounded; and although he was attended 
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^ad thrAwn it in, to which they replied, S^fnof) n. (yeS) 
Sir.) He then looked towards the river, and seeing a 
mantle floating on the stream, be inquired what it was 
that appeared black, to which they answered, it was a 
mantle; and one of them threw Aones upon it, in conse- 
quence of which it sunk. The attendants of the pontiff 
then inquired from Giorgio, why he had not revealed this 
to the governor of the city ; to which he replied, that he 
bad seen in his time a hundred dead bodies thrown into 
the river at the same place, without any inquiry being 
BMule respecting them, and that he had not, therefore, 
conndered it as a matter of any importance? The fisher- 
men and seamen were then collected and ordered to 
search the river, where, on the following evening, they 
found the body of the duke, with his habit entire, and 
thirty ducats in his purse. He was pierced with nine 
wounds, one of which was in his throat, the others in his 
head, body and limbs. No sooner was the pontiff in- 
formed of the death of his son, and that he had been 
thrown, like filth, into the river, than giving way to his 
grief, he shut himself up in a chamber, and wept bitterly. 
The cardinal of Segovia, and other attendants on the 
pope, went to the door, and after man^ hours spent in 
persuasions and exhortations, prevailed upon him to ad- 
mit them. From the evening of Wednesday, till the fol- 
lowing Saturday, the pope took no food ; nor did he sleep 
from Thursday morning till the same hour on the ensuing 
day. At length, however, giving way to the entreaties 
of his attendants, he began to restrain his sorrow, and to 
consider the injury which his own health might sustain, 
by the further indulgence of his grief.''<^i2efeoe^» Ziea 
Tenth, Vol. h p. ^5. 
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** One fatal remembnnee— one sorrow that throwa 
** Its bleak shade alike o*er our joys and our woes— 
** To which Life nothing darker nor brighter ean briogt 
** For which joy hath no balm—and affliction no sting.** 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



Ths tale which these disjointed fragments present, 
js founded upon circumstances now less common 
in the East than formerly; either because the 
ladies are more circumspect than in the *' olden 
time ;" or because the Christians have better for- 
tune, .or less enterprise. The story, when entire, 
contained the adventures of a female slave, who 
was thrown, in the Mussulman manner, into the 
sea for infidelity, and avenged by a young Venetian, 
her lover, at the time the Seven Islands were pos* 
sessed by the Republic of Venice, and soon after 
the Amauts were beaten back from the Morea, 
which they had ravaged for some time subsequent 
to the Russian invasion. The desertion of the 
Mainotes, on being refused the plunder of Misitra, 
led to the abandonment of that enterprise, and to the 
desolation of the Morea, during which the cruelty 
exerdsed on all sides was unparalleled even in the 
annals of the faithful. 
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A FRAGMENT OF A TURKISH TALE. 



NO breath of air to break the wave 

That rolls below the Athenian's grave, 

That tomb (1) which, gleaming o'er the difi^ 

First greets the homeward-veering skiff, 

High o'er the land he saved in vain : 5 

When shall such hero live again ? 

* « « « * «.«* 

Fair clime ! where every season smiles 
Benignant o'er those blessed isles, 
Which seen from far Colonna's hdght, 
Make glad the heart tiiat hails the sight, 10 

And lend to loneliness delight 
There mildly dimpling, Ocean's cheek 
Reflects the tints of many a peak 
Caught by the laughing tides that lave 
These Edens of the eastern wave : 15 



And if at times a transienl brceic 

1 Break the blue crystal of tlie seas 
Or sweep one blossom from the trees, 

I How welcome is each gentle air 
« That wak«: and wafts the odours there 
For there— the Rose o'er crag or vale. 
Sultana of the Nightingale, (2) 

L The maid for whom his melody, 

I His thousuid 8ong:s art! heard on high, 

Blooms blushing to her lover's tale: 

, His queen, the garden queen, his Rose, 
Unbent by winds, uitchiU'd by snons, 
Far from the winters of the WKst, 

i By every breeate and season bleat, 
Returns the sweets by nature given 
In softest incense back to heaven ; 
And grateful yields that imiltng sky 
Her furest hue and fragmnt sigh. 
And many a summer flower b there, 
And many a shade that love might ahare, 
And many a grotto, meant for rest. 
That holds the pirate for ■ gucat ; 
Whose bark in sheltering core below 
Lurks for die passing peaceful praw, 
Tdl the gay mariner's guitar (S) 
Is beard, and seen the eveniDg star; 
Then stealing with the muffled oar. 
Far shaded by the rocky sbor«. 
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Hush the night-prowlers on the prey, 

And turn to groans his roundelay. 45 

Strange— that where Nature loved to tracei 

As if for Gods, a dwelling-place, 

And every charm and grace hath mix'd 

Vnthin the paradise she fix'd, 

There man, enamour'd of distress, 50 

Should mar it into wilderness, 

And trample, brute-like, o*er each flower 

That tasks not one laborious hour ; 

Nor clsdms the culture of his hand 

To bloom along the fairy land, 55 

But springs as to preclude hb care, 

And sweetly woos him— but to spare ! 

Strange — ^that where all b peace bemde 

There passion riots in her pride. 

And lust and rapine wildly reign 60 

To darken o'er the fair domain. 

It is as though the fiends prevail'd 

Against the seraphs they assail'd, 

And, fix'd on heavenly thrones, should dwell 

The freed inheritors of heU ; 65 

So soft the scene, so form'd for joy, 

So curst the tyrants that destroy ! 

He who hath bent him o'er the dead 
Ere the first day of death is fled. 
The first dark day of nothingness, 70 

The last of danger and distress, 
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(Before Decay's effaciog fingers 
Have swept the Ibes where beautj UncNS,) 
And markM the mild angelic air. 
The rapture of repose fliat*s there. 
The fix'd yet tender traits that streak 
The languor of the placid cheek, « 

And— but for that sad shrouded eye, 
That fires not, wins not, weeps not, now. 
And but for that chUl changeless brow. 
Where cold Obstruction's apathy (4) 
Appals the gaxing mourner's heart. 
As if to him it could impart 
The doom he dreads, yet dwells iq^oo; 
Yes, but for these and these alone, 
Some moments, ay, one treacherous hour. 
He still might doubt the tyrant's power; 
So fair, so calm, so softly seal'd, 
The first, last look by death reveal'd ! (5) 
Such IS the aspect of this shore; 
Tis Greece, but living Greece no more ! 
So coldly sweet, so deadly fair. 
We start, for soul is wanting there. 
Hers IS the loveliness in death. 
That parts not quite with parting breath ; 
But beauty with that fearful bloom, 
That hue which haunts it to the tomb, 
Expression's last receding ray, 
A gilded halo hovering round decay, 
The farewell beam olY^cXvsv^^^al vnay t 
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Spark of that flame, perchance of heaTenly bhrtfa, 
VThich gleamSf but warms no more its cheiish'd earth ! 

Clime of the unforgotten brave! 
Whose land from plain to mountain-cave 
Was Freedom's home or Glory's grave t 105 

Shrine of the mighty ! can it be, 
That this is all remains of thee ? 
Approach thou craven crouching slave : 

Say, is not this Thermopyl» ? 
These waters blue that round you lave, 119 

Oh servile offspring of the free — 
Pronounce what sea, what shore is this ? 
The gulf, the rock of Salamis ! 
These scenes, their story not unknown, 
Arise, and make again your own ; 1 1 & 

Snatch from the ashes of your sires 
The embers of their former fires ; ' 
And he who in the strife expires 
Will add to theirs a name of fear 
That Tyranny shall quake to hear, 120 

And leave his sons a hope, a fame, 
They too will rather die than shame : 
For Freedom's battle once begun. 
Bequeathed by bleeding Sire to Son, 
Though baffled oft is ever won. 125 

Bear witness, Greece, thy living page, 
Attest it many a deathless age ! 
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Wldle kinps in dusty darkneiB hid, 
Hare 1^ « nameleas pyrsnud, , 
Thy heroesy though the general doom ' 
Hath v^m^ the eohmm firom thdr tonibi 
A mif^itier monument command, 
The mountains of their native land ! 
There points thy Muse to stranger's eye 
The graves of those that eannot die ! 
'Twere long to teD, and sad to traeOi 
Each step from splendour to disgrsce; 
Enough — no foreign foe could queO 
Thy soul till from itidf it fell; 
Yes! Self-ahasement paved the way 
To villain-bonds and despot-sway. 

What can he tell who treads thy shore ? 

No legend of thine olden time, 
No theme on which the muse might soar. 
High as thine own in days of yore, 

When man was worthy of thy clime. 
The hearts within thy valleys bred. 
The fiery soub that might have led 

Thy sons to deeds sublime, 
Now crawl from cradle to the grave. 
Slaves — nay, the bondsmen of a slave, (6) 
• And caUous, save to crime ; 
Stain'd with each evil that pollutes 
Mankind, where least above the brutes ; 
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Without eTen saTage virtue blest, 155 

Without one free or valiant breast. 

Still to«the neighbouring ports they waft 

Proverbial wiles, and ancient craft ; 

In this the subtle Ghreek is found, 

For this, and tiiis alone, renown'd. 160 

In vain might Liberty invoke 

The spirit to its bondage broke, 

Or raise the neck that courts the yoke : 

No more her sorrows I bewail, 

Yet this will be a mournful tale, 165 

And they who listen may believe. 

Who heard it first had cause to grieve. 

Far, dark, along the blue sea glancing. 
The shadows of the rocks advancing. 
Start on the fisher's eye like boat 170 

Of island-pirate or Mainote ; 
And fearful for his light caique. 
He shuns the near but doubtful creek : 
Though worn and weary with his toil. 
And cumber'd with his scaly spoil, - 175 

Slowly, yet strongly, plies the oar. 
Till Port Leone's safer shore 
Receives him by the lovely light 
That best becomes an Eastern night 
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Who thundering comes oo Uukeik itoed, 180 
With alaeken'd bit aad hoof of speed? 
Beneath the dattering iron's soond | 

The cavern'd echoes wake around 
In lash for lash, and bound for bound ; 
The foam that streaks the courser^ side 185 1 

Seems gather'd from the ocean-tide : 
Though weary waves are sunk to rest, 
Tliere's none within his rider's breast : 
And though to-morrow's tempest lower, 
lis calmer than thy heart, young Giaour! (7) 190 
I know thee not, I loathe thy race, 
But in thy lineaments I trace 
What time shall strengthen, not efface : 
Though young and pale, that sallow front 
Is scathed by fiery passion's brunt; 195 

Though bent on earth thine evil eye, 
As meteor like thou glidest by, 
Right well I view and deem thee one 
Whom Othman's sons should slay or shun. 

On— on he hastenM, and he drew 200 

My gaze of wonder as he flew : 
Though like a demon of the night 
He pass'd and vanished from my sight, 
His aspect and his air impressed 
A troubled memory on my breast, 205 

And long upon my startled oar 

his dark courser's hoofs of fear. 
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He spurs his steed ; he nears the steep. 

That, jutting, shadows o'er the deep;' 

He winds around ; he hurries by ; 21 

The rock relieves him from mine eye ; 

For well I ween unwelcome he 

Whose glance is fixM on those that flee ; 

And not a star but shines too bright 

On him who takes such timeless flight 21 5 

He wound along ; but ere he pass'd 

One glance he snatch'd, as if lus last, 

A moment check'd his wheeling steed, 

A moment breathed him from his speed, 

A moment on Ms stirrup stood — 220 

Why looks he o'er the olive wood? 

The crescent glinuners on the hill. 

The Mosque's high lamps are quivering still : 

Though too remote for sound to wake 

In echoes of tiie far tophaike, (8) 225 

The flashes of each joyous peal 

Are seen to prove the Moslem's zeal. 

T»-night, set Rhamazani's sun ; 

To-night, the Bairam feast's begun ; 

To-night— but who and what art thou 230 

Of foreign garb and fearful brow ? 

And what are these to thine or thee, 

That thou should'st either pause or flee ? 

He stood — some dread was on his face. 

Soon Hatred settied in its place : 2ST» 

It rose not witii the reddening flush 

Of transient Anger's darkening bhish, 
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But pale as marble o^er the tomby 
Whose ghastly whiteDess aids its i^oom. 
His brow was bent, his eye was glased ; f40 

He raised lus arm, and fiercely raised, 
And sternly shook his hand on high, 
As doubting to return or fly : 
Impatient of his flight delay'd. 
Here loud hb raven charger neigh'd — 24l» 

Down glanced that hand, and grasp'd his blade ; 
That sound had burst his waking dream, 
As Slumber starts at owlet's scream. 
The spur hath lanced his courser*s sides ; 
Away, away, for life he rides : f 50 

Swift as the hurl'd on high jerreed (9) 
Springs to the touch his stjirtled steed ; 
The rock is doubled, and the shore 
Shakes witli the clattering tramp no more ; 
The crag is won, no more is seen 25r» 

His Christian crest and haughty mien. 
'Twas but an instant he restrained 
That fiery barb so sternly rein'd ; 
TTwas but a moment that he stood, 
Then sped as if by death pursued ; 260 

But in that instant o'er his soul 
Winters of Memory seem'd to roll, 
And gather in that drop of time 
A life of pain, an age of crime. 
O'er him who loves, or hates, or fears, Sf."* 

moment pours the grief of years. 
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What felt he then, at once opprest 

By all that most distracts the breast? 

That pause, which ponder'd o'er his fate. 

Oh, who its dreary length shall date ! S70 

Though In Time's record nearly nought, 

It was Eternity to Thought ! 

For infinite as boundless space 

The thought that Conscience must embrace, 

Which in itself can comprehend 275 

Wo without name, or hope, or end. 

The hour is past, the €Kaour is gone ; 
And did he fly or fall alone ? 
Wo that hour he came or went! 
The curse for Hassan's sin was sent 280 

To turn a palace to a tomb: 
He came, he went, like the Simoom, (10) 
That harbinger of fote and gloom. 
Beneath whose widely-wasting breath 
The very cypress droopa to death— S8$ 

Dark tree, still sad when others' grief is fled. 
The only constant mourner o'er the dead ! 

The steed is ranish'd from the stall ; 
No serf is seen in Hassan's hall ; 
The lonely Spider's thin gray pall ft99 

Waves slowly widening o'er the wall ; 
The Bat builds in his Haram bower ; 
And in the fortress of hb power 
VOL. II. X 
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The Owl usurps the beacon. tower ; | 

The wild-dog howls o'er the fountain's brim, 

With haffled thirst, and famine, grim; 

For the Btream has shrunk from its marble bed 

Where the weedaand the desolate dust are sp 

'Twas aweet of yore to see it play 

And chase the sultriness of day, 

As springing high the silver dew * 

In whirls fantastically flew, M 

And flung iuxurious coolness round I 

The air, end verdure o'er the ground. 

TwassweBt, when cloudless stars were bright. 

To view the wave of watery light, 

And hear its melody by night. 

And oft had Hassan's Childhood play'd • 

Around the verge of that casc&de ; 

And oft upon his mother's breast 

That sound had harmomzed his rest; 

And oft had Hassan's Youth along 

Its bank been soothed by Beauty's song ; - 

And softer seem'd each melting tone 

Of Music mingled with its own. 

But ne'er shall Hassan's Age repose 

Along the brink at Twilight's close i 

The stream that fiU'd that font is fled— 

The blood that warm'd his heart is shed ! 

And here no more ^all human voice 

Be heard to rage, regret, rejoice. 
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The last sad note that sweUM the gale 

Was woman's wildest funeral wail: 

Tluit qneneh'd in silence, all is still, 

But the lattice that flaps when the wind is shrill : 825 

Though raves the gust, and floods the raiB, 

No hand shall close its dasp again. 

On desert sands 'twere joy to scan 

The rudest steps of fellow man, 

So here the very voice of Grief 880 

Might wake an Echo like relief— 

At least 'twould say, ^ all are not gone ; 

**There lingers I^e, though but in one — ^ 

For many a ^Ided chamber's there, 

Which Solitude might well forbear; 885 

Within tiiat dome as yet Decay 

Hath slowly work'd her cankering way — 

But gloom is gathered o'er the gate, 

Nor there the Fakir's self will wait ; 

Nor there will wandering Dervise stay, 840 

For Bounty cheers not his delay ; 

Nor there will weary stranger halt 

To bless the sacred '' bread and salf* (11) 

Alike must Wealth and Poverty 

Pass heedless and unheeded by, 845 

For Courtesy and Pity died 

With Hassan on the mountain side. 

His roof, that refuge unto men, 

Is Desolation's hungry den. 
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The guest flies the hall, and the vassal from labonr, SSI 
Since his turbau was cl^ b^ die inSdel's sabre ! (It' 



I bear the sound of coming feet. 
But not a voice mine ear to greet ; 
More near — each turban 1 can aean, 
And ailver-sheathed ata^ian ;(1S) 9 

The foremost of the band is seen 
An Emir b; his garb of greeii:(14) 
"Ho! who art thou? — this low salain(IS) 
"Replies of Moslem faith lam. 
" The burthen ye so gently bear, i 

" Seems one that claiaiB your utmost care, 
"And, doubtless, holds some precious freight, 
"Hy humbte baA would gladly wait," 

"Thou spe>kest sooth, thy skiff unmoor, 
" And waft ui from the Mlent shore ; I 

" Nay, leave the sail still fuil'd, and ply 
-" The nearest oar that's scatter'd by, 
" And midway to those rocks where aloep 
" The channel'd waters dark and deep. 
" Rest from your task — so— bravely done, 
" Our course has been right swiftly run ; 
" Tet 'tis tile longest voyage, I trow, 
"That one of— * • * * 
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Sullen it plunged, and slowly sank. 
The calm wave rippled to the bank ; 875 

I watch'd it as it sank, methought 
Some motion from the current caught 
Bestirr'd it more, — 'twas but the beam 
That chequered o'er the living stream : 
I gazed, till vanishing from view, d8# 

Like lessening pebble it withdrew ; 
Still less and less, a speck of white 
That gemm'd the tide, then mock'd the nght ; 
And all its hidden secrets sleep, 
Known but to Crenii of the deep, 885 

Which, trembling in their coral caves. 
They dare not whisper to the waves. 



As rising on its purple wing 
The insect-queen (16) of eastern spring, 
O'er emerald meadows of Kashmeer 390 

Invites the young pursuer near. 
And leads him on from flower to flower 
A weary chase and wasted hour* 
Then leaves him, as it soars on high, 
With panting heart ai)d tearful eye : 395 

So Beauty lures tiie full-grown child. 
With hue as bright, and wing as wild ; 
A chase of idle hopes and fears. 
Begun in folly, closed in tears. 

X 2 
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irwon,tO equalillB betrsy'd. 
Wo WRits the JDsect and the maid ; 
A life oFpBJn, the loss of peace, 
From infant's play, and mac 'a caprice : 
The lovely toy so fiercely sought 
Hath lost its charm by l>eing caught. 
For evpry touch thai wooed its stay 
Hath brush 'd its hrigbtest hues away, 
1^11 charm, and hue, and beauty gone, 
Tia left to flyor fall alone. 
With wounded wing, or bleeding breast. 
Ah ! where shall either victim rest ? 
Can this with faded pinion soar 
From rose to tulip as before? 
Or Beauty, bllgbced in an hour, 
Find joy within her broken bower ? 
No: gayer insects fluttering by 
Ne'er droop the wing o'er those tbat die, 
And lovelier things have mercy abown 
To every failing but their own, 
And every wo a tear can clahn 
Except an erring uster'a ahame. 



The Mind, that broods o'er guilty woes, 

Is liiie the Scorpion girt by Are, 

In circle narrowing as it glows, 

^The fianies around their captive dote, 

^VH inly Bearch'd by thouwnd throes, 

' iBaddunns Vo \«x ^ 
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One sad and ctole relief she knows, 

The sting she nourished for her foes, 

Whose venom never yet was vsdn> 430 

Gives but one pang, and cures all pain. 

And darts into her desperate brain : 

80 do the dark in soul expire, 

Or live like Scorpion girt by fire ; (17) 

80 writhes the mind Remorse' hath riven, 435 

Unfit for earth, undoom'd for heaven. 

Darkness above, despur beneath, 

Around it flame, within it death ! 

Black Hassan from the Haram flies. 
Nor bends on woman's form his eyes ; 440 

The unwonted chase each ^our employs, 
Yet shares he not the hunter's joys. 
Not thus was Hassan wont to fly 
When Leila dwelt in his SeraL 
Doth Leila there no longer dwell? 445 

That tale can only Hassan tell : 
Strange rumours in our city say 
Upon that eve she fled avray 
When llhamazan's (18) last sun was set, 
And flashing from each minaret 450 

Millions of lamps proclaim'd the feast 
Of Bairam through the boundless East. 
*rwas then she went as to the bath, 
Which Hassan vunly search'd in wrath ; 
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For slie was flown her masler'a rage 
Id likeDCSS of a Georgiao pa^f., 
, And far beyond the Moslem's power 
, Hud wrong'd him with the Taithlesa Giaour. 
Somewhat of this had Uasaan deem'd ; 
But 9till so fond, so fair she seem'd, 
Too well he truited to the slave 
Whose treachery descn'ed a grave : 
And on tliiit eve had gone to mosque, 
And thence to feast in his kiosk. 
Such ia the tale hia Nubians tell. 
Who did not watch their chaige too well ; 
But othen say that od that night, 
By pale PhinBari'a (19)tremb!in6 light. 
The Giaour upon his jet black atecd 
Wae seen, but seen alone to speed 
With bloody spur along the shore, 
Nor maid nor page behind bim bore. 



Her eye's dark charm twere tud to tell. 
But gaze on that of the GaaeUe, 
It will assist thy fancy well ; 
As large, as la ngui shingly dark. 
But Soul beam'd forth in every spark 
That darted from beneath the lid, 
Bright as the jewel of Giamchid. (90) 
Tea. iSduJ, and should our prophet say 
■■||t form was nought but breathing day. 
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By Alia ! I would answer nay ; 

Though on Al-Siraf 8 (21) arch I stood. 

Which totters o'er the flery floodf 

With Para^se within my view^ 485 

And all his Houris beckoning through. 

Oh ! who young Leila's glance could read 

And keep that portion of his creed (22) 

Which saith that woman is but dust, 

A soulless toy for tyrant's lust ? 490 

On her might Muftis gaze, and own 

That throu^ her eye the Immortal shone; 

On her fair cheek's unfoding hue 

The young pomegranate's (23) blossoms strew 

Their bloom in blushes erer new ; 495 

Her hair in hyadnthine(24)flow, 

When left to roll its folds below. 

As midst her handmaids in the hall 

She stood superior to them all. 

Hath swept the marble where her feet 500 

Gleam'd whiter than the mountain sleet 

Ere from the cloud that gave it Inrth 

It fell, and caught one stab of earth. 

The cygnet nobly walks the water ; 

So moved on earth Circassia's daughter, 505 

The loveliest bird of Franguestan ! (25) 

As rears her crest the ruffled Swan, 

And spurns the wave with wbgs of pride, 
When pass the steps of stranger man 

Atong the banks that bound her tbdft; ^Vi 
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Tlius rose fair Leila's whiter neck: — V 

f Thus arm'd with beauty would she check 1 

Intrusion's glance, till folly's gaze 
' Shrunk from the charms it meant to praise. 

Thus high and graceful was her gait; iVJ 

Her heart as tender to her mate : 
I Her mate — stem Haaaan, ivho was he ? 
i Aiaa ! that name vim not far thee ! 



Stern Hassan hath a journey te'en 
With twenty vassals in his train, $U J 

Each arm'd, as best hecomes a man, I 

With arquebiisi and atagban ; 1 

TTie chief before, as deck'd for war. 
Bears in his belt the scimitar 
Stain'd with the heat of Amaut Mood, Sli 

When in the pass the rebels stood. 
And few retura'd to tell the tale 
Of what befell in Parne's vale. 
The pistols which his girdle bore 
Were those that once a pasha wore, 9S0 

Which still, though gemm'd and bdss'd if ith gtdd. 
Even robbers tremble to behold. 
*1^ said he goes to woo a bride 
More true than her who left his aide ; 
The faithless slave that broke her boner, SSi 

And, worse than faithless, for a Giaour ! 
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The sun's last rays are on the hiU, 
And sparkle in the fountam rill, 
Whose welcome waters cool and clear, 
I>raw blessings from the mountaineer : 540 

Here may the loitering merchant Greek 
Find that repose 'twere vain to seek 
In cities lodged too near his lord, 
4^d trembling for his secret hoard — 
Here may he rest where none can see, 54$ 

In crowds a slave, in deserts free ; 
And with forbidden wine may stain 
The bowl a Moslem must not drain. 

The foremost Tartar's in the gap. 
Conspicuous by his yellow cap ; 550 

The rest in lengthening line the while 
Wind slowly through the long defile : 
Above, the mountsdn rears a peak, 
Where vultures whet the thirsty beak, x^ 

And theirs may be a feast to-night, 555 

Shall tempt them down ere morrow's lights 
Beneath, a river's wintry stream 
Has shrunk before the summer beam. 
And left a channel bleak and bare. 
Save shrubs that spring to perish there : 560 

Each side the midway path there lay 
Small broken crags of granite gray, 



< 
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I By time, or mouDtain UgbtniDg, r 

From summits clad in mists of heftTen; 
For where is he that hath beheld 
The peak of Liakura unveirdr 



II1B7 reach the graveof pine at last ;. ^ 
" BisiqillBh ! (Z6) now the peril's past ; 
" For yonder »iew the opening plain, 
" And there we'll prick our steeds amain :" 
The Cbiaus spake, and as he said, 
A bullet whbtled o'er his head ; 
The foremost Tartar bitea the ground ! 

Scarce had they time to check therein, 
Swift from their steeds the riders bound; 

But three shall nerer mount again : 
tTnseen the foes that gave the wound, 

The dying ask revenge in Tiun. 
'With steel unsheatb'd, and carbine bent, 
Some o'er their courser's harness leant. 

Half shelter'd by the steed ; 
Some dy behind the nearest rock. 
And there await the coming shock. 

Nor tamely stand to bleed 
Beneath the shaft of foes unseen. 
Who dare not quit their craggy screen- 
Stem Hassan only from his horse 
Disdains to tight, and keeps his course, 
mi fiery flashes in the van 
Prodairo too luie the vobber-clan 
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Have well secured the only wagr 

Could now avail the promised prey ; 

Then curl'd his very beard (27) with ire, 

And glared his eye with fiercer fire: 

^ Though far and near the bullets hiss, 59^ 

^ Pve scaped a bloodier hour than this." 

And now the foe their covert quit, 

And call his vassals to submit ; 

But Hassan's frown and furious word 

Are dreaded more than hostile sword, 600 

Nor of his little band a man 

Resign'd carbine or ataghan, 

Nor nused the craven cry, Amaun! (28) 

In fuller sight, more near and near. 

The lately ambush'd foes appear, 605 

And, issuing from the grove, advance 

Some who on battle-charger prance. 

Who leads them on with foreign brandy 

Far fiashing in his red right hand ? 

" T^s he ! 'tis he ! I know him now ; 610 

^ I know him by his pallid brow ; 

*« I know him by the evil eye (29) 

^ That aids his envious treachery ; 

^ I know him by his jet-black barb : 

^ Though now array'd in Amaut garb, 61i> 

^ Apostate from his own vile fkith, 

^ It shall not save him from the death : 

^ 'Tis he ! well met in any hour, 

<* Lost Leila's love, accursed Giaour !" 

^VOL. II. T 
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As rolls the rivet into ocean, 6 

In sable torrcDt nildlj etrcsming; 

As the sea-tide's opposing moIiOD, 
In azure coliunn proudly gleaming. 
Beats back the current mBny a rood, 
In curling foam and mingling flood, i 

While eddying whirl, a.nd breaking wave, 
Boused by the blast of ninter rave ; 
Through sparkling spray, in thundering clash. 
The lightnings of the waters flash 
In awful whiteness o'er the shore, I 

That shinL'a and shakes beneath the roar; 
Thus — as the Etream and ocean greet, 
With waves that madd-en as they meet — 
Thus join the bands, whom mutual wroog, 
And fate, and fury, drive along. 
The bickering sere's shivering jar ; 

And pealing vride or ringing near 

It echoes on the throbbing ear. 
The deatiishot biasing f:- ■ afar ; 
l%e shock, the shout, the groan of war. 

Reverberate along that vale, 

More suited to the shepherd's tale: 
Though few the number — theirs the strife. 
That neither spares nor apeaks for Qfe ! 
Ahl fondly youthful hearts can press, 
To seize and share (he dear caress; 
But Love itself could never pant 
^Fu^ that Beauty sighs to grant 



\ 
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half the fervour Hate bestows 

\ the last embrace of foes, 650 

I i^pplmg in the fight they fold 

s arms tiiat ne'er shall lose their hold: 

da meet to part; Love lauf^ at faith ; 

foes, once met, are joinM till death ! 

• •***•• 

sabre shiver'd to the hOt, 655 

ripfwig with the blood he spilt; 

train'd within the sever'd hand , 

h quivers round that faithless brand; 

urban far behind him roll'd 

cleft in twain its firmest fi>ld ; 666 

owing robe by falchion torn* 

crimson as those clouds of mom 

streak'd with dusky red, portend 

lay shall have a stormy end ; 

in on every bush that bore 66i> 

^rant of his palampore, (90) 

reast with wounds unnumber'd riven, 

ack to earth, his face to heaven, 

1 Hassan lies — his unclosed eye 

3wering on his enemy, 670 

the hour that seal'd his fate 

ving left his quenchless hate ; 

o'er him bends that foe with brow 

urk as his that bled below. — 

* « ♦ « ♦ i» 
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" Yes, Leila sleeps beneath the wove, 
" But hia shall be a redder grare ; 
" Her spirit pointed well the steel 
" Which taught that felon heart to feel, 
" He call'd the Prophet, but hia power 
" Was lain against the vengeful Giaour : 
" He call'd on Alia — but the word 
" Arose unheeded or unheard. 
" Thou Paynim fool ! could Leila's prayer 
" Be paas'd, and thine accorded there ? 
" I watch'd my time, I leagued with these, 
" The traitor in his turn to seize ; 
" My wrath is wreak'd, the deed is done, 
" And now I go — but go alone." 



The brownng camels' bells are tiokling : 
His Mother look'd fVom her lattice high— BH 

She saw the dews of eve besprinkling 
The pastoK green beneath her eye, 

She saw the planets fointly twinklkg : 
" "Ks twilighl>-«ure bis train is ni(^." 
She could not rest in the garden-bower, 6S& 

But gazed through the grate of his steepest tower: 
" Why comes he not? his steeds are fleet, 
" Nor shrink they from the summer beat ; 
" Why sends not th^ Bridegroom his promised gift ? 
" Is his heart more cold, or his barb kn swilt ? TOO 
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"H*" 8^"'* "hS» descends, 

« And warny ^J^'J^^^aey bends ; ,,, 

„^d^.^tb^*e j3«,ddlebow^ 

« How could I deem ^^^ 

"His welcome s^> 710 

T*'^ '^'^''t^b« fainting weigbf. 

ButthistmgbtbeKo ^^^iyed, 

His garb -*-^^;\« courser's «de, ^^^ 

But tbese «ngW^ * ^,,8 vest- 
Hedrewtbe1«VeenJ^»^,,eloven crest. 

Angel of Death '• *« " „rftan red- 
Wscalpac^'^J'^J^X.Sonbatbwed: 

«Lady.afearfvdb^;J,tbeyspare. 
..Me,notCron.mery, ^^. 

« But this emPfP^f .'^i^.osebftodi. spdt . 
«>VototbeG»our ^ ^ » 

edincotf****^"*' 

Point out the spo 
Avictiminttoattonelyd* ^ 
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There sleeps aa true an Osmanlie 
As e'er at Mecca bent the knee ; 

I As evetsconi'd forbidden wine, 

I Or pray'd with face tonarda the shrine, 

' In orisons resumed anew 
At solemn sound of " Alia Hu !" (93) 
Tet died he by a stranger's hand, 
And stranger iu hi^ native land ; 
Yet died he as io arms he stood, 

r And unavenged, at least in blood. 
But him the maids of Paradise 
Impatient to thdr halls invite, 

I And the darlc Heaven of Houri's eyes 
On hjm shall glance for ever bright; 
They conie^their kerchiefs green they w 
And welcome with a kiw the brave ! 
Who falls in battle 'gunst a Giaour 
la worthiest an iminertal bower. 



But thou, false Infidel ! sbalt wridie 
Beneath avenging Honkir's (S5) scythe; 
And from its torment 'scape alone 
To wander round lost Eblis' (36) throne ; 
And Bre unqnench'd, uaqoeDcbahle, 
Around, witbio, thy heart shall dwell ; 
Nor ear can hmr nor tongue can tdl 
The tortures of that inward bell ! 
But first, on earth «■ Vampire (37) sent, 
IBfcr cone shaU from iti tomb be not : 
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Then ghastly haunt thy native plac^ 

And suck the hlood of all thy race ; 

There from thy daughter, sister, wife, 

At ipidnight drain the stream of life ; 760 

Yet loathe the banquet which perforce 

Must feed thy livid living corse : 

Thy victims ere they yet exinre 

Shall know the d»mon for their sire, 

As cursing thee, thou cursing them, 7^5' 

Thy flowers are witherM on the stem. 

But one that for tiiy crime must fall, 

The youngest, most beloved of all, 

Shall bless thee with a.fafker*s name — 

That word shall wrap thy heart in flame ! 770 

Yet must thou end thy task, and mark 

Her cheek's last tinge, her eye's last spark, 

And the last glassy glance must view 

Which freezes o'er its lifeless blue ; 

Then with unhallow'd hand shaft tear 775 

The tresses of her yellow hair, 

Of which in life a lock when shorn 

Affection's fondest pledge was worn ; 

But now is borne away by thee. 

Memorial of thine agony ! 780 

Wet idth thine own best blood shall drip (S8) 

Thy gnaahbg toodi and haggard lip ; 

Then stalkmg to tiiy sullen grave. 

Go— and with Goula and Afrits rave ; 
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f .Tm these in borror ahriiik away 

I TPntai spectre more accursed Ibao they! 

** How Dame je yon lone Caloyer ? 

" His features I have scann'd before 
" In mine own land: 'lis many a year, 

" Since, dashing by the lonely shore, , 
" I ssw him urge a9 fleet a ateed j 

" As ever served a horsemaD's need. | 

" But once 1 son that fuce, yet then 
' " It nas so mark d with inward pain, 
" I could not pass it by again ; 

It brcHthea the same dark spirit now, 

" As di-alh were stamped upon bis brow." 

*' 'Tis twice three yean at summer tide 

" Since first among our freres he came ; 
*■ And here it soothes him to abide 

" For some dark deed he will not name. 
" But never at our vesper prayer, 
" Nor e'er before confessioa chair 
" Kneels be, nor recks he when arise 
" Incense or anthem to the skies, 
" But broods within his cell alone, 
" His faith and race alike unknown. 
" The sea from Paynim land he crost, 
" And here ascended from the coast ; 
It of Othman race, 
bittiaD in bis face : 



I « It bi 
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** I'd judge him some stray renegade, 

*' Repentant of the change he made, 

*' Save that he shuns our holy shrine, 

*^ Nor tastes the sacred bread and wine. 815 

^ Great largess to these walls he brought, 

'< And thus our abbot's favour bought ; 

^ But were I Prior, not a day 

<' Should brook such stranger's further stay, 

^' Or pent witlun our penance cell 820 

*^ Should doom him tiiere for aye to dwell* 

^ Much in his visions mutters he 

*^ Of maiden 'whelm'd beneath the sea ; 

'' Of sabres clashing, fo^nen flying, 

^' Wrongs avenged, and Moslem djring. 825 

<< On cliff he hath been known to standi 

^ And rave as to some bloody hand 

^' Fresh sever'd from its parent limb, 

<^ Invisible to all but him, 

<* Which beckons onward to his grave, 8S0 

*' And lures to leap into the wave." 

******** 

Dark and unearthly is the scowl 

That glares beneath hb dusky cowl : 

The flash of that dilating eye 

Reveals too much of times gone by ; 855 

Though varying, incUstinct its hue, 

Oft will hb glance the gazer rue, 
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I Jor in it lurka that nameless spell 

Which speaks, itaelf unspeakable, 

A spirit yet unquetl'd and high, SIO 

I That claims and keeps ast:endancf ; 
■tl^Dil like the bird whose pinions quake, ^ 

bBut cannot fly the gazing snake. 

Will others quail beneath his look, 

Nor 'acape the glance they scarce can brook. 845 
. JVom him the hair-Rfirighted Fiiar 

Whon met alone noiild fain retire, 

As if that eye and bitter smile 

TransfviT'd to others fear and guile: 

Not oft to smile descendeth be, HO 

LAnd H'hcn he doth 'tis sad to sec 

That he hut mocks at Misery. 

How that pale lip will curl and quiver ! 

Then Bx once more as if for ever ; 

As if his sorrow or disdain ZK 

Forbade bim e'er to smile again. 

Well were it so — such ghastly mirth 

From joyaunce ne'er derived its birth. 

But sadder still it were to trace 

What once were feelings in that face ; 8S0 

Time hath not yet the features flx'd, 

But brighter traits with evil mix'd ; 

And there are hues not always faded, 

Which speak a mind not all degraded 

Evenby the crimes through which it waded: 665 
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The common crowd but see the gloom 

Of wayward deeds, and fitting doom ; 

The close obsenrer can espy 

A noble soul, and lineage high : 

Alas ! though both bestow'd in vain, 870 

Which Grief could change, and Guilt could stain, 

It was no vulgar tenement 

To which such lofty gifts were lent, 

And still with little less than dread 

On such the sight is riveted. 875 

The roofless cot, decay'd and rent, 

Will scarce delay the passer by ; 
The tower by war or tempest bent. 
While yet may frown one battlement, 

Demands, and daunts the stranger's eye ; 880 
Each ivied arch, and pillar lone. 
Pleads haughtily for glories gone ! 

^* His floating robe around him folding, 

** Slow sweeps he through the column'd aisle ; 
<' With dread beheld, with gloom beholding 885 

'^ The rites that sanctify the pile. 
'* But when the anthem shakes the choir, 
** And kneel the monks, his steps retire; 
'^ By yonder lose and wavering torch 
'* His aspect glares witlun the porch ; 890 

** There will he pause till all is done— 
'*• And hear the prayer, but utter none. 
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'' See — by the balf-i Hummed wall 

" His hood By back, his dark hnir fall, 

" That pale brow wildly wreathing round, 

" As if the Ooi^on there had bound 

" The sablest of the serpeDt-braid 

" That o'er her fearful foiv^head stray'd : 

" For he declines the convent oath, 

" Aad leares those locks unhatlow'd growth, 

" But wears our garb in all beside ; 

" And, not from piety but pride, 

" Gives wealth to walk that never heard 

" Of his one holy vow nor word. 

" Lo! — mark ye, as the harmony 

" Peals louder praises to the sky, 

" That livid cheek, that atony air 

" Of mix'd defiance and despair ! 

" Saint Franus, keep him from the Bhrine! 

" Else may we dread the wratii divine 

" Hade manifest by awfid fflgn. 

^ If ever evil angel bore 

" The form of mortal, Bucfa he wore : 

" By all my hope of una forgiven, 

" Such looks are not of earth nor heaven !" 

To love the Boftest hearts are prone, 

But stwh can ne'er be aU his own ; 

Too timid in his woes to share, 

Too meek to meet, or brave despair ; 

And sterner hearts alone may feel 

The wound that time can navet heal. 
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The nigged metal of the mme 

Must burn before its surface shine, 

But plunged within the furnace-flame, 

It bends and melts— though still the same ; 935 

Then tempered to thy want, or wiD, 

'Twill serve thee to defend or kill ; 

A breast-plate for thine hour of need. 

Or blade to bid thy foeman bleed ; 

But if a dagger's form it bear, 930 

Let those who shape its edge, beware ! 

Thus passion's fire, and woman's art, 

Can turn and tame the sterner heart ; 

From these its form and tone are ta'en, 

And what they make it, must remain, 935 

But break — before it bend again. 

# * It • • • ' • 



If solitude succeed to grief, 

Release from pain is slight relief; 

The vacant bosom's wilderness 

Might thank the pang that made it less. 940 

We loathe what none are left to share : 

Even bliss — twere wo alone to bear ; 

The heart once left thus desolate 

Must fly at last for ease — ^to hate. 

It is as if the dead could feel 945 

The icy worm around them steal, 
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And shudder, sa the reptiles creep 
To revel o'er their rotting sleep, 
Without the power to scare away 
The cold consumers of their clay! 

fltia as if the desert-bird, (39) 
Whose beak unlocks her bosom's stream 

To still her fantlsh'd nesllinga' scream. 

Nor mourns a life to them transfeir'd, 

Should rend her rash devoted breust. 

And find theni flown her empty nest. 

' The keenest pangs the wretched find 

Are rapture to the dreary void, 
The leafless desert of Ihe mind. 

The waste of feelings uneiiij)loy'd. 
Who would be (lomn'il to gaze upon 
A aky without a cloud or sun P 
Less hideous far the tempest's roar 
Than ne'er to brave the billows more — 
Thrown, when the war of winds is o'er, 
A lonely wreck on fortune's shore, 
'Mid sullen calm, and ulent bay, 
Unseen to drop by dull decay ; — 
Better to sink beneath the shock 
Than moulder piecemeal on (be rock ! 



" Father ! thy days have pasa'd in peace, 

" 'Mid counted beads, and countless prayer; 
!' To bid the sins of others cease, 
K " Thyself witliout a chnw ot s»te. 
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^' Save transient iHs that all must bear, 975 

*' Has been thy lot from youth to age ; 

*' And thou wilt bless thee from the rage 

*^ Of passions fierce and uncontroll'd, 

*' Such as thy penitents unfold, 

" Whose secret sins and sorrows rest 980 

" Within thy pure and pitying breast. 

*' My days, though few, have pass'd below 

*' In much of joy, but more of wo ; 

** Yet still in hours of love or strife, 

«* I've 'scaped the weariness of life : 985 

'^ Now leagued with friends, now girt by foes, 

'* I loathed the languor of repose. 

** Now nothing left to iove er bate* 

<< No more with hope or pride elate, 

<< I'd rather be the thing that crawls 990 

" Most noxious o'er a dungeon's walls, 

*' Than pass my dull, unvarying days, 

^' Condemn'd to meditate and gaase. 

'* Yet, lurks a wish within my breast 

«« For rest — ^but not to feel 'tis rest 995 

^* Soon shall my fate that wish fulfil ; 

^ And I shall sleep without the dream 
^ Of what I was, and would be still, 

** Dark as to thee my deeds may seem : 
<* My memory now is but the tomb 1000 

" Of joys long dead ; my hope, their doom t 
** Though better to have died with those 
*^ Than bear a life of lin^erin^NVO^, 
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" My spirit shrunk not to sustain 

" Tlii^ scorching throes of cciiaeless puin ; 

t " Nor sought the self-accorded grave 

■ " Of ancient fool and modern knave ; 

_ " Yel dt:ath I have not fcar'd to meet ; 
'* And in the fleld it had been sweet, 
" Had danger woo'd me on to move 
"Tlie slave of glory, not of love. 
" I've braved it — not for honour's boast; 

i "I smile at laurels won or lost ; 

" To such let otiiera carve their way, 

" For high renown, or hireling pay: 

" But place again before my eyes 

" Aught that I deem a tvorthy prize ; 

" The niaiil ! love, the man I liate, 

" And I will hunt the steps of fate, 

" To save or slay, as these require, 

" Through rending steel, and rolling fire ; 

" Nor need'st thou doubt this speech from oi 

" Who would but do— what he hath done. 

" Death is but what the haughty brave, 

" The weak must bear, the wretch must crave \ 

" Then let Ufe go to him who gave : 

" I have not quail'd to danger's brow 

" When high uid happy — need I now? 



" / tared her, friar '. na? , aAwtftd— 
these are ivords thaX ^ <a 
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*' I proved it more in deed than word; 
^ There's blood upon that dinted sword, 

<< A stain its steel can never lose : 
'* 'Twas shed for her, who died for me, 

'* It warm'd the heart of one abhorr'd : 1035 
** Nay, start not — no— nor bend thy knee, 
^ ^ Nor midst my ^ins such act record ; 
^' Thou will absolve ine from the deed, 
*^ For he was hostile to thy creed ! 
" The very name of Nazarene 1040 

" Was wormwood to his Paynim spleen. 
" Ungrateful fool ! since but for brands 
" Well wielded in some hardy hands* 
*^ And wounds by Galileans given, 
** The surest pass to Turkish heaven, 1045 

'* For him his Houris stiU might wait 
'* Impatient at the prophet's gate. 
'' I loved her — love will find its way 
'* Through paths where wolves would fear to prey, 
" And if it dares enough, 'twere hard 1050 

^ If passion met not some reward — 
" No matter how, or where, or why, 
'* I did not vsdnly seek, nor sigh : 
** Tet sometimes, with remorse, in vain 
^ I wish she had not loved again. 1055 

<< She died — ^I dare not tell thee how ; 
" But look — ^'tis written on my brow ! 
^ There read of Cain the curse and crime, 
'* In characters unwoni by \\m^\ 

z 1 
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'■ Still, Pre thou dost condemn me, pause ; 1061 

'- Not mine the act, though I the cause, 

" Yel il'id he but what I had done 

" Had she been false to more tlian one. 

" Faithless to him, he gave the blow; 

" But true to me, I laid him low: lOG 

" Howe'er deserved her doom might be, 

" Her treachery was truth to me ; 

'■ To me she gave her heart, that all 

" Which tyranny can ne'er enthrall ; 

" And !, alas! too late to save! 107 

" Yet nil I then could give, I gave, 

" Twas soma relief, our foe a grave. 

" His death sils lightly ; but her fate 

" Has made me — what thou well may^st hate. 

" His doom was aeai'd — he knew it well, ID? 
" Wani'd by the voice of stem Taheer, 
" Deep in whose daritly boding ear (40) 
'' The deathshot peal'd of murder near, 

" As filed the troop to where they fell! 
" Be died too in the battle broil, loi 

" A time that heeds nor pain nor toil ; 
" One cry to Mahomet for aid, 
" One prayer to Alia all he made : 
" He knew and crosa'd me in the fray— 
" I gazed upon him where he lay, lO: 

" And natch'd his spirit ebb awayt 
" Though pierced\iV.e¥s.Ti\i'5\(ai&>wi «xii^ 
j^Be felt Dol halt tVaA no* \ ^iA- 
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<< I search'd, but vainly search'd, to find 

** The workings of a wounded mind ; 1090 

^* Each feature of that sullen corse 

'* Betray'd his rage, but no remorse, 

^ Oh, what had Vengeance given to trace 

" Despair upon his dying face I 

** The late repentance of that houry 1095 

" When Penitence hath lost her power 

•* To tear one terror from the grave, 

^ And will not sooth, and can not save. 
* # « « 4^ - # « 

^ The cold in clime are cold in blood, 

*' Their love can scarce deserve the name; 1100 

^ But mine was like the lava flood 
<< That boils in iEtna's breast of flame. 

'< I cannot prate in puling strain 

*' Of ladye-love, and beauty's chain : 

** If changing cheek, and scorching vein, 1105 

'* Lips taught to writhe, but not complain, 

^ If bursting heart, and mad'oing brain, 

** And daring deed, and vengeful steel, 

^ And all that I have felt, and feel, 

'* Betoken love — that love was mine, 1110 

** And shown by many a bitter sign. 

^ Tis true, I could not whine nor sigh, 

^ I knew but to obtain or die. 

<< I die — but first I have posses&'d^ 

^ And come what may, \ haxt \>tw.\^«^ v^^-* 
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« Shall I the doom I sought upbraid? 

« No — reft of all, yet undismayed 

*< But for the thought of Leila slain, 

** Give me the pleasure with the pain, 

<* So would I lire and love again. 1120 

" I grieve, but not, my holy guide ! 

** For him who ^es, but her who died: 

*< She sleeps beneath the wandering wave — 

<* Ah ! had she but an earthly grave, 

*' This breaking heart and throbbing head 112& 

'* Should seek and share her narrow bed. 

^ She was a form of life and light, 

*' That, seen, became a part of sight ; 

** And rose, where'er I turn'd mine eye, 

" The Morning-star of Memory ! 1130 

" Yes, Love indeed is light from heaven ; 

" A spark of that immortal fire 
" With angels shared, by Alia given, 

" To lift from earth our low desire. 
" Devotion wafts the mind above, 1135 

" But Heaven itself descends in love ; 
** A feeling from the Godhead caught, 
" To wean from self each sordid thought ; 
" A Ray of him who form'd the whole ; 
»* A Glory circling round the soul! 1140 

*' I grant my love imperfect, all 
*' That mortals by l\v^ t\^me m\?.t;i\\% 
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'^Then deem it evil, what thou wilt; 

'< But say, oh say, hers was not guilt ! 

^ She was my life's unerring light : 1 145 

*' That quenchMy what beam shall break my night ? 

*' Oh ! would it shone to lead me still, 

^* Although to death or deadliest ill ! 

** Why marvel ye, if they who lose 

*' This present joy, this future hope, 1150 

'* No more with sorrow meekly cope ; 
" In phrensy then their fate accuse ; 
*'In madness do those fearful deeds 

^ That seem to add but guilt to wo ? 
^ Alas ! the breast that inly bleeds 1 155 

'* Hath nought to dread from outward bk>w : 
'< Who falls from all he knows of bliss, 
*' Cares little into what abyss. 
" Fierce as the gloomy vulture's now 

*' To thee, old man, my deeds appear : 1160 

'* I read abhorrence on thy brow, 

" And this too was I bom to bear! 
^ 'TIS true, that, like that bird of prey, 
*^ With havock have I mark'd my way : 
^* But this was taught me by the dove, 1165 

'* To die — and know no second love. 
*< This lesson yet hath man to learn, 
'< Taught by the thing he dares to spurn : 
** The bird that sings within the brake, 
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■'The swan tfut snims upon the take, 

" One mate, and one alanu, will take. 

P k" And let tfao fuol stiU prone to range, 

" And sneer on all nho cannot changBi 

p ''Partake his jest with boasting boj9 i 

I "I enfy not bis varied joya, 

" But deem such feeble, heartless nan, 

" Less than yon solitary swan ; 

"Par, far beneath the shallow maid 

" He left believing and betray'd. 

" Such shame at least was never mine — 

''Leila! each thought was only thine ! 

"My good, my giult, my weal, my wo, 
■ " My hope on high— my all below. 

"Earth holds no other like to thee, 

" Or, if it doth, in vain for me : 

" For worlds I dare not view the dame 

" Resembling thee, yet not the same. 

'' The very crimes that mar my youth. 

"This bed of death— attest ray truth! 

" "Tis all too late — thou wert, thou art 

" The cfaerish'd madness of my heart 1 

" And she was lost — and yet I breathed, 
" But not the breath of human Ufe : 

" A seipent round my heart was wreathed, 
" And stung my every thought to strife. 

'Mlike all time, abtott'i aU ^lace, 
"Siiudderii^I sUtimtiTOn^'^"-'™*^^^'^'. 
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** Where every hue that pharm'd before 

''The blackness of my bosom wore. 

*' The rest thou dost already know, 1200 

^ And all my sms, and half my wo. 

^ But talk no more of penitence ; 

^ Thou see'st I soon shall part from hence : 

'* And if thy holy tale were true, 

<* The deed that's done can'st thou undo ? 1205 

** Think me not thankless — but this grief 

«* Looks not to priesthood for relief. (41) 

'* My soul's estate in secret guess : 

<^ But would'st thou pity more, say less. 

<* When thou can'st bid my Leila live, 1210 

" Then will I sue thee to forgive j 

<< Then plead my cause in that high place 

" Where purchased masses projffer grace. 

<< Go, when the hunter's hand hath wrung 

•* From forest-cave her shrieking young, 1215 

" And calm the lonely lioness : 

<* But sooth not — mock not my distress! 

<< In earlier days, and calmer hours, 

*< When heart with heart delights to blend, 
** Where bloom my native valley's bowers 1220 

•• I had — Ah ! have I now ? — a friend ! 
*< To him this pledge I charge thee send, 

^< Memorial of a youthful vow; 
** I would remind him of my end : 

" Though souls abaorVd Wke mW ^av ^^*-'* 
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■■ Brief thouglit to distant frieDdahip's daim, 
" Yet dear to him m j blighted name. 
■ * 'TIs strange — he prophesied my doom, 

"And Ihave smiled — I then could smile — 
I " When Prudence would bis voic« aasume, II 
I " And warn— I reck'd not what — the while : 

I "But now remembrance whisjiers o'er 
"Those accents scarcely mark'd before. 
"Say — that hia bodings came to pass, 

" And he will start to hear their truth, 1 

'' And wish hia words had Dot been sooth : 
"Tell him, unheeding as I was, 
. " Through many a busy hitter scene 

'' Of all our golden youth had been, 
" In pain, my faltering tongue had tried 1 

" To bless his memory ere I died ; 
" But heavea in wrath would turn away, 
"If Guilt should for the guiltless pr*y. 
" I do not ask him not to blame, 
" Too gentle he to wound my name ; ] 

■■ And what have 1 to do with fame ? 
" I do not ask him not to mourn, 
" Such cold request m^t sound Kke BCorn ; ' 
" And what than friendship's manly tear 
" May better grace « brotber*a ht«t ? 1 

" But bear this rii^, his own of old, 
"And tell faim — what thou doetbehoH.' 
'■ The wither'd tnm&, tiift T\uri4 ttoxiA, 
"The wreck by 'pMMOtt\t&-^>*»^ 



THE GIAOUR. £69 

^' A shriveird scroll, a scattered leai^ 1255 

^ Sear'd by the autumn blast of grief ! 



** Tell me no more of fancy's gtoam, 

" No, father, no, 'twas not a dream ; 

*<Alas! thedreamerfirst must sleep, 

*' I only watch'd, and wbh'd to weep ; 1260 

^But could not, for my burning brow 

^ Throbb'd to the very brain as now : 

** I wish'd but for a single tear, 

'< As something welcome, new, and dear : 

<< I wish'd it then, I wish it stUl, 1265 

•( Despair b stronger than my will . 

« Waste not thine orison, despair 

^ Is mightier than thy pious prayer : 

<<I wouldnot, if I might, be blest, 

** I want no paradise but rest 1270 

«< nTwas then, I tell thee, father! then 

'^I saw her; yes, she lived again ; 

^ And shining in her white symar, (42) 

^ As through yon pale gray cloud the star 

** Which now I gaze on, as on her, 1275 

^ Who look'd and look& far lovelier ; 

^ Dimly I view its trembling spark ; 

** To-morrow's mght shall be more dark; 

** And I, before its rays appear, 

^ That lifeless thing the living fear. 1280 
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" I wander, father ! for mj soul 
"19 fleeting towards the ilnal goal. 
" I BBW her, friar ! and f rost! 
" Forgetful of our former woes ; 
« And rushing from my couch, I dart, 
" And clasp her to my desperate heart ; 
" I clasp — what is it that I clasp ? 
" JJo breathing form within my grasp, 
"No he^rt that beats reply to mine, 
"Yet, Leila! yet the form is thine ! 
"And art thou, dearest, changed so much, 
" As meet my eye, yet mock my touch ? 
" Ah ! were thy beauties e'er so cold, 
'* I care not, so my arms enfold 
" The all they ever wiah'd to hold. 
" Alas ! around a shadow prest, 
" They shrink upon my lonely breast ; 
"Yet still 'tis there ! In silence stands, 
" And beckons with beseeching hands ! 
" With braided air, and bright-black eye — 
" I knew 'twas false — she could not die ! 
" But be is dead r Within the dell 
" I saw him buried where he fell ; 
" He comes not, for he cannot break 
" From earth , why then art thou awake ? 
"They told roe wild waves roll'd abore 
" The face I view, the form I love ; 
"Tbe y told me — ^'twaa a VaiftHM* \3At\ 
■*^taiit, but 105 ton?^ '"'*'**■ ^'*- 
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<* If true, and from thine ocean cave 1310 

<' Thou com'st to claim a cahner grave; 

" Oh ! pass thy dewy fingers o'er 

*^ This brow that then will bum qo more; 

*^ Or place them on my hopeless heart : 

*'But, shape or shade ! whatever thou art, 1315 

'' In mercy ne'er again depart ! 

^ Or further with thee bear my soul 

*' Than winds can waft or waters roll ! 

'' Such IS my name, and such my tale. 

'' Confessor ! to thy secret ear, 1S£0 

** I breathe the sorrows I bewail, 

*< And thank thee for the generous tear 
^This glamng eye could never shed. 
" Then lay me with the humblest dead, # 

*^ And, save the cross above my head, 1525 

** Be neither name nor emblem spread, 
*' By prjring stranger to be read, 
** Or stay the passing pilgrim's tread." 
He pass'd — nor of his name and race 
Hath left a token or a trace, ISSO 

Save what the father must not say 
Who shrived him on his dying day : 
This broken tale was all we knew 
Of her he loved, or him be slew. (45) 
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Note ly page 223, line 3. 
Thai tombf whidi, gleaming o'er the cliff. 
A tomb above the rocks on the promontory) by some 
supposed the sepulchre of Themistocles. 

Note 2, page 224, line 7. 
Sultana of the nightingale. 
The attachment of the nightingale to the rose is a 
welMcnown Persian fable. If I mistake not, the "Bul- 
bul of a thousand tales'' is one of his appellations. 

Note 3, page 224, line 25. 
Till the gay mariner* t guitar. 
The guitar is the constant amusement af the Greek 
sailor by night : with a steady fair wind, and during a 
calm, it is accompanied always by the voice, and often 
by dancing. 

Note 4, page 226, line 10. 
Where cold ObttruciionU apttihy. 
" Ay, but to die and go we know not where, 
^' To lie in cold obstruction.'' 

MeoMurefor Meature^ Act III. 130. Sc. 2. 

Note 5, page 226, line 18. 
TTiefirtt^ hut look by death reveaPd. 
I trust that few of my readers have ever had an oppor- 
tuaitf of witnesfing what itYiett ViW^ifii^V^^vTL ^"^"v^vs^ 

2x2 
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tion, but thoae who liave will probablj letain a. paluful 

I ntnembrBnce of itaai singular beaulf which peitadee, 

with few exceplinna, liie featurei of the daad, a few 

houi!, and but foi a. few bouTs, after " the spirit u not 

I tliece." It is 10 be remaiktd in cases of violent d?a(li 

I bj eun-shoi wounds, Ihe enpiession ia always Ihal of , 

languor, whateifer Ihe natural energy of lie luffertt'l 

ohaiacler ; but in death from a ttab the countenann 

pt^BerreB iU traite of feeliugtir feiodly, and Ihe tnind iU 

i biBi,tothelBat. 



L Notes, page S38, line £4. 

SlavBi—nB)/, the bontiimen of a tlant. 
I Alhens is the piopeily of the Kislar Aga (Iha stat 

the seiaglio and guardian of the women,) who appt 
' tlie Waywodc. A pandar and eunuch — these are -.-. 
I polite, yet true appellations — now gaeenu tb« gmemor 

of AUiens : 

Nate T, pageSSO, line II. 
*Tii eabna' than thji hatrl, fmng Oiaovr. 
Infidel. 

Note S, page 331, lino IB. 

In tchou of Ike far lophaike. 

" Tophaike," muaquet. — Tha Bairam ia announced by 

the cannon at sunset; the Illumination of the Motquei, 

and the firing of all kinda of amalJ arma, loaded with 

ball, proclaim it during the night. 

Note 9, page 235, line 14. 

Svifl at the hvrPd on highjerreed. 

Jerreed, or Djenid, a blunted Turkish javelin, which 

IB riarfed from hoiBebaA Vi\\i (jeM.%«tei«i«i\«.*«!nns, 

U ft favourite exeic\w ol ti« M-'»«»«l>«*™ \ X«.'-\"».™.'«' 
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not if it can be called a manly one, since the most ex- 
pert in the art are the Black Eunuchs of Constantino- 
ple.**I think, next to these; a Mainlouk at Smyrna was 
the most skilful that came within my observation. 

Note 10, page 233, line 16. 
He eamty he went, like the Simoom. 
The blast of the desert, fatal to every thing living, 
and often alluded to in eastern poetry. 

Note 11, page 235, line 22. 
To blest the sacred << iMread and salt.*^ 
To partake of food, to break bread and salt with your 
host, insures the safety of the guest : even though an ene-« 
my, his person from that moment is sacred. 

Note 12, page 236, line 2. 
Since his turban was cleft by the infideVs sabre, 
I need hardly observe, that Charity and Hospitality" 
are the first duties enjoined by Mahomet ; and to , say 
truth, very generally practj^d by his disciples. The 
first praise that can be bestowed on a chief, is a panegyric 
on his bounty ; the next, on his valour. 

Note 13, page 236, line 6. 
And silver-sheathed ataghan. 
The ataghan, a long dagger worn with pistols in the 
belt, in a metal scabbard, generally of silver ; and, 
among the wealthier, gilt, or of gold. 

Note 14, page 236, line 8. 
An Emir by his garb of green. 
Green is the privileged colour of the prophet^s numer- 
ous pretended descendants; ¥i\t!h Vh^em^ ^<& Vvi^^Sscc^ 
(the family inheritance) is tupv^^e^ Vi vx^^Vi^^ '^^ 



Note IS, page 3r>S, line 9. 
He ! «Ao art Ihou .' — (Am bne talam. 
Salaia Bleikoum ! oleikoum salajo '. peace be with }0iJ ; 
b« viih you peace — ihe Ealu<alioD Teiecved Tor Ihe fail 
ful : — lo & Chriitian. " UrloiulB," a good jouiner ; 
■■bBD huewtn. labea wiula . good morD, good enni 
Bod nuaetiines, <* may your end be bappy ;" are 

Note IE, page 33T, line 16. 
TTu: imul-qataioftatlem iprmg. 
The UtM-trin^d bullsiflf of Kaihmeer, tbe moet 
and beiuiiful ofthe species. 

Note IT. page239, lins "!. 
Or hn iikt Scurpion girl by^t. 
Alluding to tlw dubious luicide of the EcarfnOD, «d 
placed foi eipeiioKnl bj pnlle pbilosopben. Sonw 
mainlain that the puilioD ofthe iting, wbeo turned lo- 
wuds the head, is meielj a conniliiTe moTeiiieDl; but 
Others have actually brought in Ihe yerdirt " Felo de 
se." The ■coipioni are surel; inteieated in ■ speedy 
decision of tfae queation ; as, if once fairly eilabliibed 
as insect Caloi, Ihej nill probably be allowed to Uts at 
long aa they think proper, iritli out being martyitd fijrlbe 
sake of an Uypotheui. 

Nate IS, page 139, line 22. 
Whta Rhaanaat^t tail nin inu id. 
The cannon at suaeel close the Rfaamaiaa. Sm 
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Note 19, page 240, line 14. 
By pale PhingarPs trembling lighi. 
Phiogari, the moon. 

Note 20, page 240, line 25. 
Bright at the jewel of Giamtehid. 
The celebrated fabulous ruby of Sultan Giamscbid, 
the embellisher of Istakhar ; from its splendour, named 
Schebgerag, '' the torch of night :^' also, the '' cup of 
the sun,*' &c. In the first editions ^ Giamschid^' was 
written as a word of three syllables, so D^Herbelot 
has it ; but I am told Richardson reduces it to a dissylla- 
ble, and writes <' Jamshid.'' I have left in the text the 
orthography of the one with the pronunciation of the 
other. 

Note 21, page 241, line 2* 
Though on Al'Sira(*t arch I stood. 
Al-Sirat, the bridge of breadth less than the thread of 
a famished spider, over which the Mussulmans must 
skate into Paradise, to which it is the only entrance ; but 
this is not the worst, the river beneath being hell itself, 
into which, as may be expected, the unskilful and tender 
of foot contrive to tumble with a ** focilis descensus 
Avemi,^^ not very pleasing in prospect to the next pas- 
senger. There is a shorter cut downwards for the Jews 
and Christians. 

Note 22, page 241, line 7. 
Arul keep that portion of his creed. 
A vulgar error : the Koran allots at least a third of 
Paradise to well-behaved women ; but by far the great- 
er number of Mussulmans interpret the text their own 
way, and exclude their moietie« lionv YiAVivn. ^^vccil^ 
saemieM to Platoiuc8| they canxioX dUcwcn ''^ ^xvi ^\S!«^% 
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of things'' in the souls of the other sex, conceiving them 
to be superseded by the Houris. 

Note 23, page 241, line 13. 
The young pomegranate* t blossoms strew. 
An oriental simile, which may, perhaps, though fairly 
stolen, be deemed ^' plus Arabe qu'en Arable.*' 

Note 24, page 241, line 15. 
Her hair in hyaeinthmejlow. 
Hyacinthine, in Arabic, <* Sunbul,'' as common a 
thought in the eastern poets as it was among the Ghreeks. 

Note 25, page 241, line 25. 
The loveliest bird of Franguesian, 
^< Franguestan,'' Circassia. 

Note 26, page 244, line 6. 
Bismillah! now the peril's past. 
Bismillah — '' In the name of God ;^' the commence- 
ment of all the chapters of the Koran but one, and of 
prayer and thanksgiving. 

Note 27, page 245, line 3. 
7%en curPd his very beard unth ire, 
A phenomenon not uncommon with an angry Mussul- 
man. In 1809> the Captain Pacha's whiskers at a di- 
plomatic audience, were no less lively with indignation 
than a tiger cat's, to the horror of all the dragomans ; 
the portentous mustachios twisted, they stood erect of 
their own accord, and were expected every moment to 
change their colour, but at last condescended to subside, 
which, probably, saved more heads than they contain- 
ed hairs. 
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Note 28, page 245, line 13. 
JVbr raised the cromen ery^ Amaun ! 
** Amaun,'' quarter, pardon. 

Note 29, page 245, line 23. 
/ know him by the evU eye. 
The *< evil eye,*' a common superstition in the Levant, 
and of which the imaginary eflfects are yet very singular 
on those who conceive themselves affected. 

Note 30, page 247, line 18. 
A fragiMvd of his palampore. 
The flowered shawls generally worn by persons of 
rank. 

Note 31, page 249, line 17. 
His cdlpae rent— his caftan red. 
The *' Calpac'' is the solid cap or centre part of the 
head-dress ; the shawl is wound round it, and forms the 
turban. 

Note 32, page, 249, line 23. 
A turban carved in coarsest stone. 
The turban, pillar, and inscriptive verse, decorate the 
tombs of the Osmanlies, whether in the cemetery or the 
wilderness. In the mountains you frequently pass simi- 
lar mementos ; and on inquiry you are informed that 
they record some victim of rebellion, plunder, or revenge. 

Note 33, page 250, line 6. 
At solemn sound of « AUa Hu P* 
<* Alia Hu P' the concluding words of the Muezzin's 
call to prayer from the highest gallery on the exterior of 
the Minaret, On a still evening) ^>i«ik^^\&\k^*Lil\^Vv^ 



Nole 34, page 350, Uae IB. 

I7Vy camt — llitir kertJtitfi green tluy vme. 
Tha ralloving ia part ora batlle Eong oi the Tiukii— , 
' " J ne — I Ma a datk-ejed gici of FaiadiM, and >)i* 
" wares a handkerchief^ a ketcbieC of green ; and cnM 
" aloud, Come, kiss me, foi 1 laie lbee>" £c. 

Note 35, paj^e £50, line 30. 
Bervjclh armging jtfoTitir'j Kylhe.. 
Monkir and IN'ekir are the iiiquinitors or the dead, be- 
fore whom the corpie uDdErgoes a BUghi noviciaie and ^ 
' preparatory UnJaing fD[ damnation. If the answer! 
, none of the clearest, bs ia hauled up with a scjthe and 
- thumped down with a red hot mace till properly aea 
cd, with a variety of subsidiary probations. The office 
of Iheta angels is no sinecure; there are but two, aad 
(he numbei of orthodox deceased being in a nnall pro- 
porlioQ lo the lemaindet, their hands are always full. 

Note 36, page 3J», line 33. 
To wander round Uul KbUt' Ihreiu, 
Eblif, the Oriental Prince ofDaiknesE. 

Note 37, page 3ZW, line !T. 
Bvt/irit, on eorlA oi Fompire taU. 
The Vampire iupecetition is still general in the Errant. 
Honest Tournefort leltt ■ long story, whichUr. Soalbey, 
in the notes on Thalaba, quotes about tbese 5' VroucO' 
lochas," SB he calls tbem. The Romaic term is " Vai- 
dotiJadiA.'' I recollect a iihale family being teiilfied 

notachM, wbii;\iiS«i"«o*Bn»4.T»w«fcTpa- - 
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tile word without horror. I find that << Broucolokas^* 
is an old legitimate Hellenic appellation-^at least is so 
applied to Arsenius^ who, according to the Greeks, was 
after his death animated by the Devil. The moderns^ 
however, use the word I mention. 

Note 38, page 251, line 25. 
Wet with thine own be$t blood shall drip. 
The freshness of the facej and the wetness of the lip 
with blood, are the never-failing signs of a Vampire. 
The stories told in Hungary and Greece of these foul 
feeders are singular, and some of them most incrediblyi 
attested. 

Note 39, page 258, line 5. 
It it as if the desert-bird. 
The pelican is, I believe, the bird 90 libelled, by the 
imputation of feeding her chickens with her blood. 

Note 40, page 262, line 18. 
Deep in whose darkly boding ear. 

This superstition of a second-hearing (for 1 never met 
with downright second-sight in the East) fell once under 
my own observation. On my third journey to Cape Co* 
lonna early in 1811, as we passed through the defile that 
leads from the hamlet between Keratia and Colonna, I 
observed Dervish Tahiri riding rather out of the path, 
and leaning his head upon his hand, as if in pain. I 
rode up and inquired. '* We are in peril,^^ he answer- 
ed. '* What peril ? we are not now in Albania, nor in 
the passes to Ephesus, Messalunghi, or Lepanto ; there 
are plenty of us, well armed, and the Choriates have 
not courage to be thieves f ^ — *' True, Aflfendi, but ne* 
rertheiess the shot is xing^mf^vii TSf*} ^^^y*— '''' '\>wt 'S»r8v.\ 
not a tophaike has been ftted x3d£» m'5itT^»>^y— ^'^ Vwaw 
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St notwithstanding— Bom— Bom — as plfldnly as I heax 
jrour voice." ** Psha.*' «< As yoo please, Affendi; if it 
is written, so will it be/' I left this quick-eared predes- 
tinarian, and rode up to Basili, his Christian compatii^ 
ot, whose ears, though not at all prophetic, by no means 
relished the intelligence. We all arrived at Colonna, 
remained some hours, and returned leisurely, saying a 
variety of brilliant things, in more languages than spoiled 
the building of Babel, upon the mistaken seer. Romaic, 
Arnaout, Turkish, Italian, and English were all exercis- 
ed, in various conceits, upon the unfortunate Mussul- 
man. While we were contemplating the beautiful pro- 
spect, Dervish was occupied about the columns. I 
thought he was deranged into an antiquarian, and asked 
him if he had become a " PaUw-castro'^ man : ^ No,'' 
said he, '* but these pillars will be useful in making a 
stand ;" and added other remarks , which at least evinc- 
ed his own belief in his troublesome faculty of fore-hear- 
ing. Orl our return to Athens, we heard from Leon, 
(a prisoner set ashore some days after) of the intended 
attack of the Mainotes, mentioned, with the cause of its 
not taking place, in the notes to Childe Harold? Canto 
2d. I was at some pains to question the man, and he 
described the dresses, arms, and marks of the horses of 
our party so accurately, that with other circumstances, 
we could not doubt of his having been in *' villanous 
company," and ourselves in a bad neighbourhood. 
Dervish became a soothsayer for life, and I dare say is 
now hearing more musquetry than ever will be fired, to 
the great refreshment of the Arnaouts of Herat, and his 
native mountains. I shall mention one trait more of 
this singular race. In iMarch 1811, a remarkably stout 
and active Arnaoutcame (I believe the SQthonthe same 
errand) to offer himse\f as 3Lt\ aueu^^wx, >»j\\\Ow ^Tajs^^iRs- 
cJined : « Well, AfTendV^ quox\vV\e, " vu^^ >sonx\vm^\— 
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jon would have found me useful. 1 shall leave the town 
for the hills to-morrow, in the winter I return, perhaps 
you will then receive me." Dervish, who wag present, 
remarked as a thing of course, and of no consequence, 
'* in the mean time he will join the Klephtes," (robbers,) 
which was true to the letter. If not cut off, they come 
down in the winter, and pass it unmolested in some town, 
where they are often as well known as their exploits. 

Note 41, page 267, line 10. 
Looks not to priesthood/or relief. 
The monk's sermon is omitted. It seems to have had 
so little effect upon the patient, that it could have no 
hopes from the reader. It may be sufficient to say, that 
it was of a customary length (as may be perceived from 
the interruptions and uneasiness of the penitent,) and 
was delivered in the nasal tone of all orthodox preach- 
ers. 

Note 42, page 269, line 20. 
Afid shining in her white symar, 
'—Shroud. 



** Symar"— Shroud 



Note 43, page 271, last line. 
The circumstance to which the above story relates 
was not very uncommon in Turkey. A few years ago 
the wife of Muchtar Pacha complained to his father of 
his son's supposed infidelity ; he asked with whom, and 
she had the barbarity to give in a list of the twelve hand- 
somest women in Yanina. They were seized, fastened 
up in sacks, and drowned in the lake the same night ! 
One of the guards who was present informed me, that 
not one of the victims uttered a cry, or shewed a symp- 
tom of ferror at so sudden a '' wieneVii\oifi«J\^^V\Nss«^ 
firoia all we love.^^ The Cale ot YV\iw«»^^'^ SsLvt^^x^ 
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!tE6, i> the subject of man; a Bomtic and A> 
Fiikout dilty. The slot; in ifae text is one told of a 

itian man; yeats ago, and now naarly foigol. 

tdJL by accident reciled by one of the coffuc- 
[^ house btory-Ieliers who abound in the Levant, and lins 
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t of EflB' 
Ihal my raeiDOiy hae cEtaini 
Dilginal. 

For (he conienti of eome of the n' 
partly to D'HerbeloI, and patily U 
BDd, HE Mr. Weber justly enlitlai il, " Eublinie tale," 
llw " Caliph Vathek." I do not know from wba 
tbe author of that singular volume may have drawn tut 
niBlerialsi some of his incidents ate to bo found in 1 
*' Bibliothcque Orientale ;" but for oortectDesi of Ei 
lump, bcnuiy of defcriplion, and power of imaglnatioDi 
it (ax auiiwiiea all European imitations } and bean toch 
marks of origiinJily, thai those who have vitiled th* 
Ea>c will find «ime difficulcj id belieiiug it to be mon 
than a tranllatjoa. A> an Eaalera tale, otiq Saagelai 
must bow before it ; his '< Happy Valley" will DM bear 
M compaiiMa with tbe ** Ball of Eblif.'* 
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